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1810 D BY THE ARRIVAL OF EW ROYAL 
HIGHNESS, 


[ ADAM, toall your cenſures I ſubmit, 
ald me, ſilence would be thought a crime, 
kindly ſtrove to teaze me into rhyme : 
yore let trifling themes your muſe employ, 
laviſh verſe to paint a female toy: 
nore on plains with rural damſels ſport, 
ing the glories of the-Britiſh court. 
your commands and inclination ſway'd, 
Id th' unwilling muſes to my aid; 
Þlv'd to write, the noble theme I choſe, 
tothe princeſs thus the poem roſe, 
Lid me, bright Phoebus; aid, ye ſacred Nine; 
falt my genius, and my verſe wine. 
7 ſtrains with Carolina's name I grace, 
Fe lovely parent of 25 royal race. 
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And frankly own I ſhould long ſince have writ: 
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| EP16TL EK: 
Breathe ſoft, ye winds, ye waves in filenceſly 
© Let proſp'rous breezes wanton o'er the deep, 
* Swell the white fails, and with the ſtreamen i i; 
Jo waft her gently o'er the watry way. 
Here I to Neptune form'd a pompous prop 5 
To rein the winds, and guard the royal fair; 
Bid the blue Tritons ſound their twiſted ſhell 
And call the Nereids from their pearly cells, 
Thus my warm zeal had drawn the muſe alay 
Yet knew no method to conduct her ſong: 
I then reſoly'd ſome model to purſue, 
Perus'd French critics, and began anew, 
Long open panegyric drags at beſt, 
And praiſe is only praiſe when well addreſs'd, 
Straight Horace for ſome lucky ode I ſought, II, 
And all along I trac'd him thought by thought; . 
This new performance to a friend I ſhow'd ; 
For ſhame, ſays he, what, imitate an ode! 
I'd rather ballads write, and Grubſtreet lays, || 
Than pillage Caeſar for my patron's praiſe: 
One common fate all imitators ſhare, 4 
To ſave mince-pies, and cap the grocer's ware. 
Vex'd at the charge, I to the flames commit 
Rhymes, ſimiles, Lords' names, and ends of vit 
In blotted ſtanza's ſcraps of odes expire, | 
And fuſtian mounts in pyramids of fire. 
Ladies, to you I next inſ{crib'd my lay, 
And writ a letter in familiar way: 
For ſtill impatient till the princeſs came, , 
You from deſcription wiſh'd to know the dame." 
Each day my pleaſing labour larger grew, 
For ſtill new graces open'd to my view. 
Twelve lines ran on to introduce the theme, 
And then I thus purſu'd the growing ſcheme. 


in 


EPISTLES. - 5 
pwtyand wit were ſure by nature join'd, 
harms are emanations of the mind; 
ſul tranſpiercing through the ſhining frame, Th 
mall the graces of the princely dame: WH 
lence her converſation guides, Wl 
on her cheek, and in her eye reſides. 
tharmony upon her tongue is found, 
tens Engliſh to Italian ſound : 
Win thoſe ſounds ſuch ſentiments appear, 
charm the judgment, while they ſooth the ear. 
eligion's chearful flame her boſom warms, 
Ins all her hours, and brightens all her charms, 
Iaceforth, ye fair, at chapel mind your pray'rs, 
wreatch your lovers? eyes with artful airs; 
rain your looks, kneel more, and whiſper leſs, 
rmolt devoutly criticize on dreſs. 
From her form all your characters of life, 
Fhietender mother, and the faithful wife. 
fbave I ſeen her little infant-train, 
telovely promiſe of a future reign ; 
Werv'd with pleaſure ev'ry dawning grace, 
ud all the mother op'ning in their face, 
The ſun ſhall add new konours to the line, 
Dad early with paternal virtues ſhine; 
hen he the tale of Audenard repeats, 
islittle heart with emulation beats; 
Nth conqueſts yet to come his boſom glows, 
edreams of triumphs and of vanquiſh'd foes.” 
Ich year with arts ſhall ſtore his rip'ning brain, 
ind from his grandſire he ſhall learn to reign, 
Thus far I'd gone: propitious riſing gales 
bid the ſailor hoiſt the ſwelling ſails. 
Ir Carolina lands; the cannons roar, = 
ite Albion's cliffs _ nd from ſhore to ſhoxe,. 
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_ Behold the bright original appear, l 

All praiſe is faint when Carolina's near. Hi 

Thus to the nation's joy, but poct's coſt, 

The princeſs came, and my new plan was It. 
Since all my ſchemes were balk'd, my.laſt xg 

T left the mules to frequent the court; 


Penſive each night, from room to room J walk, 


To one I bow'd, and with another talk'd; 
Enquir'd what ne ws, or ſuch a lady's name, 
And did the next day, and the next, the ſame, 
Places, I found, were daily given away, | 


And yet no friendly Gazette mention'd Gay. 


| Task'd a friend what method to purſue ; 

He cry'd, I want a place as well as you, 

Another ask'd me, why I had not writ; 

A poet owes his fortune to his wit. 

Straight I reply'd, with what a courtly grace, 

Flows eaſy verſe from him that has a place! 

Had Virgil ne'er at court improy'd his (trains, 

He ſtill had ſung of flocks and homely ſwains; 

And had not Horace ſweet preferment found, 

The Roman lyre had never learnt to ſound. 
Once ladies fair in homely guile I ſung, 


And with their names wild woods and mountainen 
l plot 
rom 


Oh, teach me now to ſtrike a ſofter ſtrain! 
The court refines the language of the plain. 
You muſt, cries one, the miniſtry rehearſe, 


But ſure this truth to poets ſhould be known, 
That praiſing all alike, is praiſing none. 
Another told me, if I wiſh'd ſucceſs, 

To ſome diſtinguiſh'd lord I muſt addreſs; 
One whoſe high virtues ſpeak his noble blood, 
One always zealous for his country's good ; 
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\ RP 7 Es. 7 
nalour and ſtrong eloquence unite, | 
"il cautious, reſolute in fight; 
gen rous temper prompts him to defend, 
onize the man that wants a friend. 
ene, 'tis true, the noble patron ſhown, 
las am to Argyle unknown, 
Kd Wlevry one I met in this agreed, 
witing was my method to ſucceed ; 
F preferments fo poſſeſs d my brain, 
ſarce I could produce a ſingle ſtrain: : 
lſometimes hammer'd out a line, 
Sit connection as without deſign. 
rom upon the princeſs this I writ, 
ram that boaſts more truth than wit. 
pomp of titles eaſy faith might ſhake, 
corn d an empire for religion's ſake : | 
this, on earth, the Britiſh crown was given, 
a immortal crown decreed in heav'n. 


Pein, while George's virtues rais'd my thought, 

blowing lines prophetic fancy wrought. 

lethinks I ſee ſome bard, whoſe heav'nly rage 
uriſein ſong, and warm a future age; | 

Wo back through time, and, rapt in wonder, trace 
eplorious ſeries of the Brunſwick race. 

om the firſt George theſe godlike kings deſcend, 
Ine which only with the world ſhall end. 
lenext a gen'rous prince renown'd in arms, 

Wl bleſs'd, long bleſs'd, in Carolina's charms; 
im theſe the reſt. tis thus ſecure in peace, 
eplow the fields, and reap the year's increaſe ; 
"Commerce, wealthy goddeſs, rears her head, 


Widids Britannia's flects their canvas ſpread 


C.: EPISTLE'S, 

* Unnumber'd ſhips the peopled ocean hide, 

And wealth returns with each revolving tile, 

Here paus'd the ſullen muſe, in haſte 1 dre! 
And through the croud of needy courtiers prey 
Though unſucceſsful, happy whilſt 1 ſee, 

Thole eyes that glad a nation, ſhine on me, 
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70 THE RIGHT HONOURABLE THE. 


RLor BURLINGTON. 


4 JOURNEY TO EXETER. 


Hir r you, my Lord, bid ſtately piles Grad; 
or in your Chiſwick bow'rs enjoy your friend; 
* Pope unloads the boughs within his reach, 
ple vine, blue plumb, and bluſhing peach; | 
mey far you know fat bards might tire, 
nounted, ſent me forth your truſty ſquire, 
was on the day that city dames repair 
bake their weekly doſe of Hide-park air; 
n forth we trot : no carts the road infeſt, 
lll on Sundays country horſes reſt. 
jzardens, Kenſington, we leave unſeen ; 
wh Hammerſmith jog on to Turnham- green: 
Turnham green, which dainty pigeons fed, 
keds no more: for * Solomon is dead, 
r duſty miles reach Branford's tedious town, 
Flity ſtreet, and white-leg'd chickens known: 


J 4 man lately famous for feeding pigeons at Turnhams 
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10 | EPISTLES. 
Thence o'er wide ſhrubby heaths and furrow ache! 
We come, where Thames divides the meadsof 
We ferry'd o'er; for late the winter's flood 
Shook her frail bridge, and'tore her piles of Wood 
Prepar'd for war, now Bagſhot- heath we croſs, 
Where broken gameſters oft” repair their loſs. ales f 
At Hartley-row the foaming bit we preſs, Wutno 
While the fat landlord welcom'd ev'ry gueſt, Nertbecl 
Supper was ended, healths the glaſſes crown'd, | 10 ov 


Our hoſt extoll'd his wine at ev'ry round, bum th 


Relates the juſtices late meeting there, yondr 
How many bottles drank, and what their chear, jy the 


What lords had been his gueſts in days of yore, ue ou 


And prais'd their wiſdom much, their drinkingna yl 
Let travellers the morning vigils keep; C ber n 
The morning roſe; but we lay faſt aſleep. nich hi 


Twelve tedious miles we bore the ſultry ſun, Ie ſhe 


And Popham-lane was ſcarce in ſight by one: Num 
The ſtragling village harbour'd thieves of old, horſes 
*T was here the ſtage-coach laſs reſign'd her gol Jour ki 
That gold which had in London purchas'd gam jcan' 
And ſent her home a belle to country towns, ou 
But robbers haunt no more the neighbouring v 
Here unown'dinfants find their daily food; "F 
For ſhould the maiden-mother nurſe her ſon. 


Our jolly hoſteſs nineteen children bore, 
Nor fail'd her breaſt to ſuckle nineteen more. ' - [Blar 
Be juſt, ye prudes, wipe off the long arrear; Hor 
Be virgins {till in town, but mothers here. our 
Sutton we paſs, and leave her ſpacious down, reac 
And with the ſetting ſun reach Stockbridge town. s 
O'er our parch'd tongue the rich metheglin glides} 


- q 


And the red dainty trout our knife divides. So 


EPISTLES, 
ucholy ev'ry viſage wears; 
a no election come in ſeven long years? 6110 
ur race of mayors, ſhall Snow alone i 
| Sr Richard” s dedication known? | | 
berts no more with tides of ale ſhall ©: | | ht 
allers feaſt three years upon one vote. | [HI 
F.norn, twelve miles led o'er th! unboundedplain, HAY 
che clok'd ſhepherd guides his fleecy train. | W |! 

eff bow'rs a noonday ſhelter lend, i 
fom the chilly dews at night defend: 
KH yondrous art he counts the ſtragling flock, 
jy the fun informs you what's o'clock. 
e our ſhepherds fall'n from ancient days! 
a inaryllis chaunts alternate lays; 
ber no · liſt' ning echos learn to ſing, 
Vith his reed the jocund valleys ring. 
ure ſheep the paſture hide, there harveſts bend, 
Firm ſteeple o'er yon hill aſcend; 
Thorſes faintly trot, beneath the den, 
our keen ſtomachs know the hour to eat. 
banforſake thy walls, and not admire 
rroud cathedral, and the lofty ſpire? 
Ju ſempſtreſs has not prov'd thy ſciſſars good ? 
mhence firſt came th' intriguing riding- hood. 
Sil#three boarding-ſchools well-ſtock'd with miſſes, 
5 * knights · errant ſtarve for want of kiſſes ? 

er the green turf the miles ſlide ſwift away, 
Andere ends the labours of the day, 
enorning roſe; the ſupper reck'ning paid, 

Nour due fees diſcharg'd to man and maid, 
ready oſtly near the ſtirrup ſtands, 

las we mount, our half-pence load his bands, 
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12 E FIST LES bY 
Now the ſteep hill fair Dorcheſter oe ol My) 03 ſoor 
Border d by meads, and waſh'd by ſilxer bibo Meine! | 
Here ſleep my two companions eyes 11 8 fooling 
And propt in elbow-chairs they ſnoring reſię d dow 
I weary Cad with my pencil trace eodlel 
Their p. poſtures, and their eyeleſs face Ire 
Then dedicate each glaſs to ſome fait —— Wire a civ 
And on the ſaſn the diamond [crawls my fund's ynhboſe | 
Now o'er true Roman way our horſes ſound] is the 
Graevius would kneel: and kifs the ſacred nis for 
On either ſide low fertile valleys lye, Jpiym* 
The diſtant proſpects tire the t. av ling eye. lis 01 
Through Bridport's ſtony lanes our rout we nts þ phe, th 
And the proud ſteep deſcend to Morcombe's lake ſweet 
As hearſes paſs'd, our landlord robb'd the pal, ere hi: 
And with the mournful ſcutcheon hung his hall“ d 
On unadulterate wine we here regale, . 
And ſtrip the lobſter of his ſcarlet mail. | 
We climb the hills when ſtarry night aroſe, 
And Axminſter affords a kind repoſe. a 1 
The maid ſubdu'd by fees, her trunk unlocks") 
And gives the cleanly aid of dowlas {mocks. it 
Mean time our ſhirts her buſy ſingers rub, + 
While the ſoap lathers o'er the — 200 
If women's peer ſuch pleaſing dreams incite,  *F 
Lend ns your ſmocks, ye damſels, ev'ry night ty 'F 
We riſe, our beards demand the barber's art 
A ſemale enters, and performs the part. 
The weighty golden chain adorns her neck, 
And three gold rings her skilful hand bedeckb d 
Smooth o'er our chin her eaſy fingers move, 
Soft as when Venus ſtrok'd the beard of Jove. 
Now from the ſtee p midſt ſcatter'd — 
Our eye through Honiton's fair valley roves. 
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e. | ifreerly mourn.in elegiac verſe, 
i | 
Ws a diſtich might not ſtrain his wit; 


F other counties muſt with envy hear. 


50 ns are ſlacken'd from the horſes fi 


\ 


Sium'd the brave deliverer to come. 
Sow the driving gales ſuſpend the rain, 


=— FP1$STLES. 13 
ins ſoon the buſy town we leave, 
neſt lace induſtrious laſſes weave, 
Telling clouds roll'd on; the rainy load 
4 down our hats, and ſmok'd along the road; 
&(0blet ſight !) a friendly ſign we ſpy d, 


— 


Fires civil hoſt the houſe commands, 
whoſe ſign this courteons motto ſtands. 

is the ancient hand and eke the pen; 

ris for horſes hay, and meat for men. 

me would flouriſh, did each ſon of fame 
his own genius, i direct his flame! 

phe, that could not epic flights rehearſe, 


re his muſe for elegy unfit, 
Sram offend, his harmleſs lines 
Pin gold letters {wing on ale-houſe ſigns. 
| x Hobbinol might propagate his bays, 
ruttle- fields record his ſimple lays; 
rechymes like theſe might lure the nurſes eyes, 
ſegaping infants ſquawl for farthing pies. 
there, ye ſhepherds blythe, your damſels ſweet, 
pies and cheeſecakes are for damſels meet. 
nMaurus in his proper ſphere might ſhine, 
deſe proud numbers grace great William's ſign. 
This is the man, this the Naſſovian, whom 


mount our ſteeds, and Devon's city gain. 
h happy native land !-——butT forbear, 


, Prince Arthur, bock 5. 
Tor. II. B 
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What, cannot Paris one poor page afford? 


Refuſe to write, when Paris asks his lays ! 


10 
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Yes, I can ſagely, when the times are paſt, elke 
Laugh at thoſe follies which I ſtrove to taſte, upate 
And eachamuſement, which we ſhar'd, review with 


EIS TLEI 


TO THE RIGHT nee | 


WILLIAM PULTENEY 


ULT'NEgy, methinks 1 blame my be ra 
word ; 


Pleas'd with meer talking, ſince I talk to you, Ja 
But how ſhall I deſcribe in humble proſe, }F | by 
Their balls, aſſemblies, operas and beaus? . . Ing 

u 


In proſe, you cry ! oh no, the muſe mult aid, 


And leave Parnaſſus for the Tuillerie's ſhade; Ir he 


Shall he (who late Britannia's city trod, g * 
And led the draggled muſe, with pattens ſhod, 3 
in 


Through dirty lanes, and alley's doubtful ways): . 


e gr 
| Yrond: 
Fane 
lady” 
Aut, tl 


Well then, I'll try. deſcend, ye beauteous Mill 
In all the colours of the rainbow ſhine. 9 
Let ſparkling ſtars your neck and ear adorn, 
Lay on the bluſhes of the crimſon morn, 
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he balls and gay aſſemblies grace, 
be opera claim the foremoſt place. 
ers ſhould ever fit expreſſion chuſe, 
Wit low phraſe the lofty theme abuſe. 
they deſcribe the ſtate of eaſtern lords, 
nd magnificence ſhould ſwell their words; 
hen they paint the ſerpent's ſcaly pride, 
nes ſhould hiſs, their numbers ſmoothly ſlide : 
ey, unmindful of poetic rules, 1 
4+ alike Mockaws, and Great-Moguls. 
Fr would thus, without ill-meaning fatire, 
arch in ſimple ſtyle the Petit-maitre. 
paris, there's a race of animals, 
Fefcen them at their operas and balls,) 
Sand erect, they dance-when-e'er they walk, 
Nieys in action, perroquets in talk; | 
te crown'd with feathers, like the cockatoo, / 
like camelions, daily change their hue ; 
mpatches juſtly plac'd they borrow graces, 
& vith vermilion lacker o'er their faces, 
Tis cuſtom, as we viſibly diſcern, ; 
, by frequenting ladies-toilettes, learn, 
night the trav'ler eaſy truth impart. 
he ſubject let me nobly ſtart! 
by happy lives the man, how ſure to charm, 
e knot embroider'd flutters down his arm? 
lim the ladies caſt the yielding glance, 
Ja his ſongs, and languiſh in his dance; 
e wretched is the wit, contemn'd, forlorn, 
Sole gummy hat no ſcarlet plumes adorn ; 
Firoider'd flow'rs his worſted ancle grace, 
Fcane emboſs'd with gold directs his pace; 
ldy's favour on his ſword is hung. 
At, though Apollo dictate from his tongue, 
„ 


N 


! 
N 
x 
[i 
. 
| 
| 
. 
1 
| 


ww 
j oy 

5 4 
—— CO. 
5 2 


o 
N . 
—— — — — 


15 380 
4 1 
— — — 
1 ¶ . . er CG + Ae A as, fu Gt YO. n ; motto 
— ou — * - * 


For women chuſe their men, like ſilks, for * 5 


With rattling dice prophane the Sunday's boum E e pf 
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His wit is ſpiritleſs and void of grace, 
Who wants th' aſſurance of brocade and lace, 
While the gay fop genteelly talks of weather, 
The fair in raptures doat upon his feather; 

Like a court lady though he write and ſpell, 
His minuet ſtep was faſhion'd by * Marcell; 
He dreſles, fences. what avails to know? 


Is this the thing, you cry, that Paris boaſts? 
Is this the thing renown'd among our toaſty? 
For ſuch a flutt'xing ſight we need not roam; 
Our own aſſemblies ſhine with theſe at home, ue“ 
Let us into the field of beauty ſtart; james | 


Beauty's a theme that ever warm'd the heart, Jo ber 


Think not, ye fair, that I the ſex accuſe: jt that 
How ſhall I ſpare you, prompted by the muſe? nt ar 
(The muſes all are Prudes) ſhe rails, ſhe ſreti hen th 
Amidſt this ſprightly nation of Coquettesz Nd 
Yet let not us their looſe coquett'ry blame; Tot 
Women of ey'ry nation are the ſame, RY Hamp 

You ask me, if Pariſian dames, like ours, 


If they the gameſter's pale · ey d vigils keep, F dere 
And ſtake their honour while their husbands ſhy. F* N 
Yes, Sir, like Engliſh toaſts, the dames of Frans lat cit 


Will riſque their income on a ſingle chance. eath t 
Nannette laſt night at tricking Pharaon play'd, ut pe 
The cards the Taillier's ſliding band obey d; fe E 
To-day her neck no brilliant circle wears, E. 


Nor the ray-darting pendant loads her ears. 
Why does old Chloris an aſſembly bold ? _ 
Chloris each night divides the ſharper's gold. 


- Hrich' 
on 


Ich! 
Fits v 


* 4 f.mous dancing- maſter. 


| us cheek 


dold Trente le va 


here no wife can 


Told is 


Tuch d on the gia 
Ion the graſs wh 
& Chloe's lap here D 
Hits with the jangui 


at cit with 2 g 
wth the te mpting 
4 I peer of Fra 
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with freque 


1 


the ſilken roſe looks pale | 


grown an 


ſn of her am' rous 


native beauty boalts, 


amon lay'd along, 


3 


ſong; 


g her charms prevail, 


— 


nce would let his dutcheſs rove, 


's cloſeſt woods in 
nusband's fame, 
honourable name. | 
Cs the ſhepherd ſighs his pain, 
t ſhepherd ſighs in vain? 
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There Iris flies Palaemon through the gude, # 6 our cl 
Nor tips by chance till in the thickeſt ab | heir CC 


Here Celimene defends her lips and breaſt, s teligio 
For kiſſes are by ſtruggling cloſer preſt; zin Fra 
Alexis there with eager flame grows bold, ies too 


Nor can the nymph. his wanton fingers hold; (x by nat 
Be wile, Alexis; what ſo near the road! ache ve 
Hark, a coach rolls, and husbands are abroad! Ihe ba! 
Such were our pleafures in the days of yore, Ir, - 


When am'rous Charles Britannia's ſcepter bon 
The nightly ſcene of joy the Park was made, 
And love in couples peopled ev ry ſhade. 
But ſince at court the rural taſte is loſt, 
What mighty ſums have velvet conches coſt! 
Sometimes the Tuillerie's gawdy walk I oy 
Where I through crowds of ruſtling manteau'sn 
As here from fide to fide my eyes I caſt, | 
And gaz'd on all the glitt ring train that paſt, 
Sudden a fop ſteps forth before the reſt; 
I knew the bold embroidery of his veſt. 
He thus accoſts me with familiar air, Wis ner 
* Parbleu ! on a fait cet habit en Angleterre! Parie: 
Quelle manche] ce galon eſt groſſicrement rangyFeſcor 
* Voila quelque choſe de fort beau et degage ! NAI 
- This ſaid: on his red heel he turns, and hen is w 
Hums a ſoft minuet, and proceeds agen. dere 
© Well ; now you've Paris ſeen, you'll frankly om | 
« Your boaſted London ſeems a country town; N al 
Has Chriſtianity yet reach'd your nation? De ff 
Are churches built? are maſquerades in faſbionſ tom 


geſent | 
onder 
in he 
at froze 
78 
is next 
wh Dan: 
neck 
ſander 
tnOW3 


eüns f 


Po daily ſoups your dinners introduce? udo 
Are mulic, ſnuff, and coaches yet in uſe? _ | Py] 
Pardon me, Sir; we know the Paris 130de, Adi 


And gather politeſſe from courts abroad. "Ft 


in's brill 
e necklace Florio's gen 


rous 
rander's ſpark PB 


|} her charms gt 
| kd ſtockings kno | 


4 ſerious leer, 
morn and ev'ning prayer; 


ſearies her knees 
corns th ignoble love of feeble pages, 

"Ki vith three abbots in one night engages. 

Fits with the cardinal her nights employs» 
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Where on the ſtage thꝰ embroider'd youth of a 
In bright array attract the female glance: 
This languiſhes, this ſtruts to ſhow his mien, 
And not a'gold-clock'd ſtocking moves unſeen, Wu fage ! 
But hark! the full Orcheſtra ſtrike the ſtrings, {ſrong® 
The hero ſtruts, and the whole audience ſings, der Pe 
My jarring ear harſh grating murmurs wound, In ſo fo 
Hoarſe and confus'd, like Babel's mingled found which 
Hard chance had plac'd me near a noiſy throat, Will not 
That in rough quavers bellow'd ev'ry note, 
Pray Sir, ſays I, ſuſpend a- while your ſong, 
The opera's drown'd;your lungs are wond rous i 
I wiſh to hear your Roland's ranting ſtrain, 
While he with rooted foreſts ſtrows the plain, 
Sudden he ſhrugs ſurprize, and anſwers quick, 
Monſieur apparement n'aime pas la muſique. 
Then turning round, he join'd th' ungateful noſumbr: 
And the loud chorus eee with his voice, Ie mas 
O ſooth me with ſome ſoft Italian air, 
Let harmony compoſe my tortur'd ear! 
When Anaſtaſia's voice commands the ſtrain, 
The melting warble thrills through ev'ry vein; 
Thought ſtands ſuſpenſe, and ſilence pleas'd attends 
While in her notes the heav'nly choir deſcends. 
But you'll imagine I'm a Frenchman grown, 
Pleas'd and content with nothing but my own, 
So ſtrongly with this prejudice poſſeſt, 
He thinks French muſic and French painting beſt. Ther 
Mention the force of learn'd Corelli's notes, re (h 
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Some ſcraping fidler of their ball he quotes; Aden, 
Talk of the ſpirit Raphael's pencil gives, Pere li 

| Yet warm with life whoſe ſpeaking picture I hes; ' There ce 
Ves Sir, ſays he, in colour and deſign, Fritai 
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Rigaut and Raphael are extremely fine! © Pall 
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ve bis country's love tranſpo 
er zeal, than Your old Greeks pr 


haca of yore, 


Fot think my 
„if e gav'd by arms; 
ichlieus and her Colberts known, 


has her R 
hen, 1 grant it, France in ſcience ſhone 3 
wo, 1 own, without ſuch aids may chance 
ride to rival France. 


Nies ſublime, and diſtant nations hear. 
il ye princes, 
cares, what terrors 
Fcaltant train are anger, fear, diſtrult, 
Peea king, is to ood and jolt 3 
People he protects, their rights he ſaves, 
„ corns to rule etched race of flaves- 
Jlappy, thrice happ | 
elt. Yr guardian laws deſpotic power reſtrain ! 


Ie ſhall the plough-ſhar® bre 
ſts tire the 


5 ere commerce plen 
Uintain, guard ih laws, thy rl 
Ian theſe bleſſings to thy 
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You'll think tis time ſome other theme tou 
And not with beaus and fops fatigue the muſe! | | 
Should I let ſatyr looſe on Engliſh ground, 
There fools of various character abound; | p 
But here my verſe is to one race confin d, 
All Frenchmen are of Petit · maitre kind. 5 


ſe in great 


Fund Maecenas 
ao that wight '* 
io was (O ceael ſtars! 

A chere are W2; ? for author“ 50 


ite ranc'rous libels to reform 
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Danner. 
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Be brave, do this, and then demand a place. 
Why art thou poor? exert the gifts to riſe, 


That wit is prais'd, but hungry lives and cold: 


; Why ſhould our patriots virtue's cauſe ſupport; 
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Or if you chooſe more ſure and ready wayy, 
Spatter a miniſter with fulſome praiſe 
Launch out with freedom, flatter him enough 
Fear not, all men are dedication proof, 

Be bolder yet, you muſt go farther till, 

Dip deep in gall thy mercenary quill, 

He who his pen in party quarrels draws, _ 
Liſts an hir'd bravo to ſupport the cauſe; WF 
He muſt indulge his patron's hate and ſpleen, } 
And ſtab the fame of thoſe he ne'erhas ſeen, | 
Why then ſhould authors mourn their deſp net 


* 


And baniſh tim'rous virtue from thy eyes. 
All this ſeems modern preface, where weed 


Againſt th' ungrateful age theſe authors roar, 
And fanſy learning ſtarves becauſe they're poof, 
Yet why ſhould learning hope ſucceſs at court! I 


Why to true merit ſhould they have regard? 
They know that virtue is its own reward. 
Yet let not me of grievances complain, de ſub 
Who (though the meaneſt of the muſes train) I. gonſe 


Can boaſt ſubſcriptions to my humble lays, prior 


And mingle profit with my little praiſe. * unde 
Ask painting, why ſhe loves Heſperian air. v0 


Go view, ſhe cries, my glorious labours there; ye of 


There in rich palaces I reign in ſtate, this 
And on the temple's lofty domes create. Gaily | 
'The nobles view my works with knowing yh; Brow 
They love the fcience, and the painter prize. Kah 


Why didſt thou, Kent, forgo thy native land, I.] 
To emulate in picture Raphael's hand ? "=_ 
1 eu. JI 
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bon or this to raiſe thy name at home? ? 
i, adorn the palaces of Rome; 
Tote walls let thy juſt kbours ſhine, 
Wicchact live again in thy deſign. 
while; call all thy genius forth, 
wlington unbiaſs d knows thy worth; 
t in thy maſter - ſtrokes can trace 
11 fire and Guido's ſofter grace; 
hconfider, ere thy works appear, 
on unhurt the tongue of envy hear ? mf 
will blame, her breath was ever ſpent 
if the laurels of the eminent. 
plurlington's proportion'd columns riſe, 
Mot he ſtand the gaze of envious eyes? 
windows are condemn'd by paſling fools, 
* Sitow not that they damn Palladio's rules. 
Indois with a lib'ral hand beſtow, 
"Fc imputes it all to pomp and ſhow; 
if the motive right were underſtood, 
uy pleaſure is in doing good. 
Pope with groveling numbers fill d his page, 
$ had never kindled into rage. 
le ſublime that hurts the critic's eaſe; 
nonſenſe and he reads and ſleeps in peace. 
Prior, Congreve, Swift and Pope unknown, 
lander-ſelling Curll would be undone. 
0 would free from malice paſs his days, 
Ne obſcure, and never merit praiſe, 
t this tale to valiant virtue tell 
ly perils of deſerving well. 
now was ſtrutting o'er the ſtubbled plain, 
8 a lark deſcending clos'd his (train. 
grow beſpoke him thus with ſolemn grace, 


"moſt accompliſh'd of the feather'd race, 
TT, C 
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And no bird ſoars upon a ſtronger wing. 


Þ 


What force of lungs! how clear! how ſieetyy 


The lark, who ſcorn'd ſoft flatt'ry, thus replies 
True, I ſing ſweet, and on ſtrong pinion riſe; 
Yet let me. paſs my life from envy free, 
For what advantage are theſe gifts to me? 
My ſong confines me to the wiry cage, 
My flight provokes the falcon's fatal rage. 
But as you paſs I hear the fowlers fay, - 
To ſhoot at crows is powder flung away, 
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Yut hap 
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ne one freer 


| | b! the gevil turm d his 
1 


© | raketh from bis f 
ed a houſe which 


den a rumour.that eV 


Now there ſprea | 
1 4 been by man 


= miller avouche and all thereabout) 
i at they full oft hearen the helliſh rout; 
| C4 a 


= 1 
Some ſaine they hear the jingling of chaing, Mabbme © 
And ſome hath yheard the pſautries ſtraines, Jo! golc 
At midnight ſome the heedleſs horſe imeet, eth h. 
And ſome eſpien a corſe in a white ſheet, thay m 
And oother things, faye, elfin and elfe, 4 un th. 
And ſhapes that fear createn to it ſelſe. ren Sa 
Now it ſo hapt, there was not ferre away, Neth t. 
Of gray freers a fair and rich abbaye, ing h 
Where li ven a freer ycleped Pere Thomas, goth 


Who daren alone in derke through church · yet didſt 

I This freer would lye in thilke houſe all night rs an 
In hope he might eſpyen a dreadful ſprite. irc 
He taketh candle, beades, and holy watere, YW pla 
And legends eke of ſaintes, and bookes of pra ls in 
He entreth the room, and looketh round about, Neth tt 


And haſpen the door to haſpen the goblin out, Nrthere 
The candle hath he put cloſe by the be, 
And in low tone his Ave Marye ſaid. 


With water now beſprinkled hath the floore, | 


8 | And maken croſs on key-hole of the doore. 


Ne was there not a mouſe-hole in thilke place, 
But he y- croſſed hath by God his grace 
He croſſed hath this, and eke he croſſed that, 
With Benedicite and God knows what. 
Now he goeth to bed and lieth adown, | 
When the clock had juſt ftricken the twelfth ſous, 
Bethinketh hem now what the cauſe had ibeen, 
Why many ſprites by mortals have been ſeen. 
Hem remembreth how Dan Plutarch hath'y-ſed 
That Caeſar's ſprite came to Brute his bed; 
Of chains that frighten erſt Artemidore, 
The tales of Pline, Valere, and many more. | 
Hem thinketh that ſom: murdere here been done, 
And he mought ſee ſome bloodye ghoſt anone, 
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Tome orphlines writings here be ſtor'd, 

Lal gold laine deep beneath a board: 

ech hem, if he mought ſee no ſprite, 

Joy mought buy this houſe cheap outright. 
Tem thus thinketh, anone afleep he lies, 

Iten Sathanas with ſaucer eyes. 

[meth the freer upon his face downright, 

ing his nether cheeks full broad and white, 

E qooth Dan Sathanas as he thwack'd him ſore, 

rh didſt forget to guard thy poſtern door. 

ht is an hole which hath not croſſed been: 

Srl, from whence I came, I creepen in. 

For plain it is ytellen in my verſe, 

den ils in hell bear freers in their erſe, 

5 Dark the devil in freers doth y- dwell; 

there no freers, the devil mought keepin hell. 


= Though you each day invite a friend, 


A batchelor his maid ſhould keep, 


| Whoſe arms are, like her apron, white; SY 
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WORK Fox a COOPER ; 
A TALE: 


A Man may lead a happy lie, ? 
Without that needful thing a wife: 
This long have luſty abbots known, 
Who-mne'er knew ſpouſes —— of their own. . 
What though your houſe be clean and neat;, 
With couches, chairs, and beds compleat; _ 


Though he ſhould every diſh commend, 
On Bagſhot - heath your mutton fed, 

Your fowls at Brandford born and bred; 
Though pureſt wine your cellars boaſt, 
Wine worthy of the faireſt toaſt ; 

Yet there are other things requir'd: 
Ring, and let's ſee the maid you hir d 
Bleſs me! thoſe hands might hold a broom, 
Twirle round a mop, and waſh a room, 


Not for that ſervile uſe to ſweep, 

Let her his humour underſtand, - 

And turn to ev'ry thing her hand. 8 
Get you a laſs that's young and tight, 
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Paddongh her ſhift be feldom ſeen ? 
ust though coarſe be always clean; 
Fest each morn your tea attend, 
a pour wreſt your ruffle mend; 
ER aifyou break a roguiſh jeſt, 
ere her hand, or pat her breaſt, 
diess, oh dear Sir, don't be navght ! 
F./bluſhes ſpeak her laſt mght's fault. 
Pier your houſhold cares confide, 
zyour key jingle at her ſide, 
\potman's blunders teaſe and fret ye, 


SM while you chide you {mile on Betty. 


large him then, if he's too ſpruce, 
Przetty's for his maſter's uſe. | 
I ul you your am'rous fancy balk, 
Irſerr ſome prudiſh neighbour talk? 
you'll object, that you're aftaid 
e pert freedoms of a maid; 
des your wiſer heads will fay, 


Tut he who turns her hand this'way, 


vn one vice to another drawn, 
ſill lodge your ſilver ſpoons in pawn. 
not the homely wrinkled jade 


or love all Betty's wants ſupplies, 
es her ſhoes, her manteau dyes, 
Jl ber ſtuff ſuits ſhe flings away, 
lud wears thread ſattin every day. 
bo then a dirty drab would hire, 
ſown as the hearth of kitchin fire ? 

When all muſt own, were Betty put 

To the black duties of the flat, 
bs well ſhe ſcours or ſcrubs a floor, 
4nd ſtill is good for. ſomething more. 


Io need to learn the pif ring trade? 
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Thus to avoid the greater vice, 
I knew a prieſt, of conſcience nice, 
To quell his luſt for neighbour's ſpouſe, 
Keep fornication in his houſe. 
But you're impatient all this time, 
Fret at my counſel, curſe my rhyme, 
Be fatisfy'd. I'Il talk no mare, 
For thus my tale begins Of yore 
There dwelt at Blois a prieſt full fair, 
With rolling eye and criſped hair, 
His chin hung low, his brow was ſleek, 
Plenty lay basking on his cheek, 
Whole days at cloyſter-grates he ſat, 
Ogled, and talk'd of this and that 
So feelingly ; thenuns lamented 
That double bars were &er invented. 
If he the wanton wife confeſt 
With downcaſt eye, and heaving breaſt; 
He ſtrok'd her cheek to ſtill her fear, 
And talk'd of ſins en Cavalier, 
Each time enjoyn'd her penance mild, 
And fondled on her like his child. 
At ev'ry jovial goſlip's feaſt 
Pere Bernard was a welcome gueſt, 
Mirth ſuffer'd not the leaſt reſtraint, 
He could at will ſhake off the ſaint : . 
Nor frown'd he when they freely ſpoke;., 
But ſhook his ſides, and took the joke ; - 
Nor fail'd he to promote the jeſt, | 
And ſhar'd the ſins which they conſeſt. 
Yet that he might not always rome, 
He kept conveniencies at home. 
His maid was in the bloom of beauty, 
Well limb'd for ev'ry ſocial duty; 
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Bd with no houſhold cares, 

Fconfign'd his whole affairs; 
Is ſtudy kept the keys, 

Leas ſtudious of his eaſe: 
Ihe power of all his locks, 

Juommage ev'ry cheſt and box, 140 

Kucſty ſuch credit gain d, 7 | 14 

| 
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In the cellar was reſtrain'd. 

- Sth it was a goodly ſhow, 
Juith full hogſheads all a- row; 

+ Sf], from the rank remov'd, 


Fer than the reſt he lov'd. 
l bonne bouche' twas ſet aſide, 
Mut choicelt friends deny d. 
v and then would ſend a quart, 
um ſome wife's retentive heart, 
nt confeſſion's ſullen hour: 

Fr bas all ſecrets in its power. 
mmon feaſts it had been waſte, 
Puas it fit for layman's taſte, 
Tonk or friar were his gueſt, 
I drank it, for they know the beſt. 
he at length ſo fond was grown, 
Fivays drank it when alone. 
Io ſhall recount his civil labours, 
Ppous viſits to his neighbours ? 8 
Niene'er weak husbands went aſtray, 
rgueſt their wives were im the way, 
Las then his charity was ſhown, 
Fchole to ſee them when alone. 2 
JI Now was he bent on cuckoldom: | 
Wknew friend Dennis was from home; 10 
Ju vife (a poor neglected beauty, —_ 
erauded of a husband's duty) | 
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Had often told him at conſeſſion, de 
How hard ſhe ſtruggled gainſt 3 be ſe 
He now reſolves, in heat of blood, bel 
To try how firm her virtue ſtood. k 
He knew that wine (to love beſt aid) fn 


Has oft” made bold the ſhamefac'd maid, uro 
Taught her to romp, and take more rem 


Than nymphs train'd up at Smith's: or Need. 
A mighty bottle ſtraight he choſe, ö 


Such as might give two friars their doſe: 
Nannette he call'd :. the cellar door 


She ſtraight unlocks, deſcends before, 


He follow'd cloſe. but when he ſpys 


His fav'rite cask ; with lifted eyes 

And lifted hands aloud he crys. 

Heigh day! my darling wine aſtoop! 

It muſt, alas! have ſprung a hoop; 
That there's a leak is pai all doubt, 
(Reply'd the maid) I'll find.it out. 
She ſets the candle down in haſte, 
Tucks her white apron round her waſte, 


The hogſhead's mouldy ſide aſcends, 
She ſtraddles wide, anddownward bends; 


So low ſhe ſtoops to ſeek the flaw,, 
Her coats roſe high, her maſter faw—— 
I ſee——he crys —— (then claſpt her faſt) 


The leak through which my wine has palb. 


Then all in haſte the maid deſcended, 
And in a trice the leak was mended. - 
He found in Nannette alk he wanted, 

So Dennis' brows remain'd unplanted. 
Ere ſince this time all luſty friars 


(Warm'd with predominant deſires, 


T A L E 3 
the fleſh with ſpirit quarrels) 


he ſex as leaky barrels. 
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Ax: abbot rich (whoſe taſte was 0 
Alike in ſcience and in food) * 
His biſhop had reſolv'd to treat; 
The biſhop came, the biſhop eat; 
*Twas ſilence, till their flomachs fail'd; 
And now at heretics they rail'd ; 
What hereſy (the prelate ſaid) 
Ts in that church where prieſts may wed! 
Do not we take the church for life? 
But thoſe divorce her for a wife, 
Like laymen keep her in their houſes, 
And own the children of their ſpouſes. 
Vile practices! the abbot cry'd, 
For pious uſe we're ſet aſide! 
Shall we take wives ? marriage at beſt 
Is but carnality profeſt. 
Now as the biſhop took his glaſs, 
He ſpy' d our abbot's buxom laſs | 
Who croſs'd theroom, he mark'd her eye 


Fye, father, ſye (the prelate cries) 
A maid ſo young! for — be wiſe. 
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That glow'd with love; his pulſe beat high. 


adiſcretions lend a handle | 
Muy tongues, to give us ſcandal ;. 
Sr vows fake, this rule give t'ye, 


JL. chaſte precept well obſerv'd; 


Iny maids are fifty paſt. 
prelate ſmil'd, but durſt not blame; 
ay? his lordſhip did the fame: 


Fond the faults they find in others. 
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jour maids be turn'd of fifty. 
prieſt reply d, I have not ſwerv'd, 


bull twenty-five has told, 
another who's as old; | 
ne ſum their ages caſt ; 


thoſe who reprimand their brothers, 
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Oh might ſome ghoſt at dead of night appear, 
And make you own conviction by your feat ! 
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5 Ceptics (whoſe ſtrength of argument makes q 1 # 


That wiſdom's deep inquiries end in doubiſſ on 
Hold this aſſertion poſitive and clear, | 
That ſprites are pure deluſions rais'd by fear, Nundtr 
Not that fam'd ghoſt, which in preſaging ſound J,. 1. 


OF AN 


Call'd Brutus to Philippi's fatal ground; Inge 
Nor can Tiberius Gracchus' goary ſhade | 
| Theſe ever-doubting diſputants perſuade. 


Ml choſe 


- i; ſnow | 
Straight they with ſmiles reply; thoſe tales of oll mY 


Hy noil 
By viſionary prieſts were made and told: | - 


" Wind it: 


Per h 
I know your ſneers my eaſy faith accuſe, 4 , de 
Which with ſuch idle legends ſcars the muſe | won 
But think not that I tell thoſe vulgar ſprites, Fc. 


Which frighted boys relate on winter nights; kuss 
How cleanly milk-maids meet the fairy train, In d 
How headleſs horſes drag the clinking chain, Þ.. 
Night-roaming ghoſts, by ſaucer eye-balls ænoyꝶ . 


The common ſpectres of each country town. 


0 
by) 


nndring trav'ler ſhelter ſeeks in vain, \, 


Til ® 


uh fables can like you deſpiſe, 
pto hear theſe nurſe-invented lies. 
"mm the fraudful guardian's fright 

d him to reſtore an orphan's right? 
u ve doubt that horrid ghoſts aſcend, 
Jon the conſcious murd'rers ſteps attend? 
When, and let atteſted truth prevail, | 
Slthful lips I learnt the dreadful tale. 
ere Arden's foreſt ſpreads its limits wide, 
branching paths the doubtful road divide, 
Ver took his ſolitary way; 
lo beneath the hills was ſunk the day. 


1 wy the skies with gath'ring darkneſs lour, 
Fanches ruſtle with the threaten'd ſnow'r; 


From blaſts the foreſt murmurs loud, 
ited lightnings cleave the ſable cloud, 


Veron thunder breaks, the tempeſt roars, 


keav'n diſcharges all its watry ſtores. 
\ 


links and ſhivers.with the beating rain; 


Mis ſteed's neck the ſlacken'd bridle lay, 


choſe with cautious. ſtep th' uncertain way; 


row he checks the rein, and halts to hear 


ty noiſe foretold a village near, 


Neth from far a ſtream of light he ſees 
| end its level ray between the trees 


iber he ſpeeds, and as he nearer came 


Halbe knew the lamp's domeſtic flame 
Wtrembled through the window croſs the way 


forth the barking cur, and ſtands at bay. 


las an antient loncly houſe, that ſtood 
$1 the borders of the ſpacious wood 
towers and antique battlements wry 


Wl there in heaps the mor Ider'd ruin lies; 5 
D 3 
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With pity learnt the weary ſtranger's fate. 


If your courageous tongue have power to talk, 


Il ſee your ſheets well air'd, and ſhow the ro 
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Some lord this manſion held in days of port, Ny firan 
To chaſe the wolf, and pierce the foaming bo zecuſto 
How chang'd, alas, from what it once had be ft he he 


Tis now degraded to a public inn. febooſe 
Straight he diſmounts, repeats his loud commuſſhuad ne: 
Swift at the gate the ready landlord ſtands; ing cha 
With frequent cringe he bows, and begs excuſe) b, the 
His houſe was full, and ev'ry bed in uſe. cb d th. 
What not a garret, and no ſtraw to ſpare? un fort 
Why then the Kitchin-fire and elbow- chair his n 
Shall ſerve for once to nod away the night. Wllent p 
The kitchin ever is the ſervant's right, Sevav'd 
Replies the hoſt; there, all the fire around, eb cor 
The count's tir'd footmen ſnore upon the groutlſictill'd 
The maid, who liſten'd to this whole debate Pnutt'r 

ey d al 
hiking 


Be brave, ſhe cries, you ſtill may be our gueſt | 


Our haunted room was ever held the beſt; fears 
If then your valour can the fright ſuſtain ue fur 
Of rattling curtains and the clinking chain, lee be 


hin the! 
ſill the 
d 01 
lee the 


Soon as the frighted maid her tale had told, ürb'r 
The ſtranger enter'd, for his heart was bold. "Flor 

The damſel led him through a ſpacious hall, wal 
Where ivy hung the half-demoliſh'd wall; vr) 
She frequent look'd behind, and chang'd her hut n the 
While fancy tipt the candle's flame with blue. eps 
And now they gain'd the winding ſtairs aſcent, di 
And to the loneſome room of terrors went. bud 
When all was ready ſwift retir'd the mad, Ipuniſ 
The watch-lights burn, tuckt warm in bed was Af 


When round your bed the horrid ghoſt ſhall will 
If you dare ask it, why it leaves its tomb, 


r. M48 :. .-- "> 

Wy ſtranger, and attends the ſprite . 

xccuſtom'd walk at dead of night. 

Wt he hears the wind with hollow roar 

telooſe lock, and ſwing the ereaking door; 

Jad nearer draws the dreadful ſound 

Kling chains, thatdragg'd upon the ground: 

& Sb, the ſpectre came with horrid ſtride, 

aud the bed, and drew the curtains wide ! 

un form the ghaſtful phantom ſtood, 

Ja his mangled boſom dy'd with blood, 

flent pointing to his wounded brealt, 

S:1zv'd his hand. beneath the frighted gueſt 

Tel. cords trembled, and with ſhudd'ring fear, 

child his limbs, high roſe his briſtled hair; 

Fautt'ring haſty pray'rs, he mann'd his heart, 

yd aloud ; ſay, whence and who thou art. 

Sliking ghoſt with hollow voice replys, 

S:jears are counted, ſince with mortal eyes : 
he ſun, and vital air reſpir d. : 

bee benighted, and with travel tir'd, 

Klin theſe walls I ſlept. O thirſt of gain! 

fill the planks the bloody mark retain; 

ad on this very bed, from ſleep I ſtart, 

ee the ſteel impending o'er my heart; 

Whad'rous hoſteſs held the lifted knife, 

foor ran purple with my guſhing life. 
waſure now they ſeize, the golden ſpoil 

Sy bury deep beneath the graſs-grown ſoil, 

Wi the common field. be bold, ariſe, 

eps ſhall lead thee to the ſecret prize; 

e dig and find; let that thy care reward: 

bud on juſtice, bid her not retard 

Nnniſh murder; lay my ghoſt at reſt, _ 

Wl with peace ſecure thy nights be bleſt; 
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And when beneath theſe boards my bones ar arefon "3 


Where paſlages obſcure their arches bend 


At length amidſt a ſpacious field they came: 
There ſtops the ſpectre, and aſcends in flame. 


With that he ſtarting wak d, and rais'd his head, 


Power, wealth, and title elevate his hope; 


T A L E, 8. 


Decent inter them in ſome ſacred ground. 

Here ceas'd the ghoſt. the ſtranger prag fo 1 
And boldly follows where the phantom led; 
The half-worn ſtony ſtairs they now deſcend, 


Silent they walk; and now through groves they 4 
Now through wet meads their ſteps imprint then, 


Amaz'd he ſtood, no buſſi, nor briar was found, 
To teach his morning Search to find the ground; 
What could he do? the night was hideous dark, 
Fear ſhook his joints, and nature dropt the nal 


But found the golden mark was left in bed. | 
What is the ſtateſman's vaſt ambitious ſcheme, . 
But a ſhort viſion, and a golden dream ? 


He wakes, but for a garter finds a rope. 
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Inde, at morn and ev'ning prayer, 

" Hd worn her velvet cuſhion bare; 
u ſhe taught her eyes to roll, 

ie watch'd her ſoaring ſoul; 

Juen devotion warm'd the croud, 
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Wijcnitence had mark'd her face 
all the meagre ſigns of grace. 
uns- book was compleatly lin'd 

A painted ſaints of various kind: 
Pen in ev'ry page ſhe view'd 
Flidics who the fleſh ſubdu'd; 

Wick her beads ſhe counted o'er, 
ed ſuch wonders are no more! 
Wtoſe not to delay confeſſion, 

er at once a year's tranſgreſſion, 
ry week ſet all things even, 
Fdalanc'd her accounts with heav'n. 
JF bold her now in humble guiſe, 
Naber knees with downcaft eyes 
ore. the prieſt : ſhe thus begins, 

N lobbing, blubbers forth her ſins. 


ing, or ſmote her breaſt 6 loud: 
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-# l * * And piouſly confeſt the ſame; 
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Who could that tempting man reſiſt? 

My virtue languiſh'd, as he kiſs'd; 

I ſtrove, 

How can the weak ſubdue the ſtronger ? 

The father ask'd her where and when? 
How many? and what ſort of men? 

By what degrees her blood was heated? 
How oft' the frailty was repeated? 
Thus have I ſeen a pregnant wench 

All fluſn'd with guilt before the bench, 

The judges (wak' d by wanton thought) 


\ | Dive to the bottom of her fault, 
| They leer, they ſimper at her ſname, 


And make her call all things by name. 
And now to ſentence he proceeds, 
Preſcribes how oft” to tell her beads; 


Doubles her faſts to cool her blood. 
Eas d of her ſins, and light as air, 
Away ſhe trips; perhaps to prayer. 

Tas no ſuch thing. why then this haſte? 


þ : The clock has ſtruck, the hour is paſt, 


And on the ſpur of Incination, 
\ She ſcorn'd to bilk her aſſignation. 
>. -.. Whate'er ſhe did, next week ſhe came, 


The prieſt, who female frailties pity'd,. 
Firſt chid her, then her ſins. remitted. 
But did ſhe now her crime bemoan 
In penitential ſheets alone? 
And was no bold, no beaſtly fellow 
The nightly partner of her pillow | ? 
No, none; for the next time in the grove . 
A bank was conſcious of her love. | 


till I could ſtrive no longer? 


Shows her whatſaints could do her good, 


= TALE 8. 

ton day was come about, 
Ty again it all muſt out, 
to wipe her twinkling eyes, 
I, my child, the father cries. | 
Jays ſhe !—with threatning looks, 
&; the proſtrate dame rebukes. 
un, I grant there's ſomething in it, 
Iinue has th' unguarded minute; 
Sy now tell me what are whores, 
Urnen of unguarded hours? 
jou muſt ſure have loſt all ſhame, 
ry day, and ſtill the ſame, 

IV fault elſe! tis ſtrange to find 
Tun to one ſin confin'd! 

b this day her darling paſſion, 
ert day ſlander is in faſhion; 
Sie ſucceeds; if fortune croſſes, 
urtue's mortgag'd for her loſſes; 
Jeder fav'rite vice ſhe loaths, | 
Fires new follies ike new cloaths : 
wn, beyond all thought, unchaſte, 
Sl ſin center'd near your waſte! , 
ace is this appetite ſo ſtrong ? 
F adam, did your mother long? 
Fiitlux'ry and high diet 
vont let virtue ſleep in quiet? 
Fels him now with meekeſt voice, 
Fit he had never err'd by choice, 

was there known a virgin chaſter, 

Anin'd by a ſad diſaſter. 
ut ſhe a fav'rite lap-dog bad, | 
N, (as ſhe ſtroak'd and kiſs d) grew mad; 
Naber lip a wound indenting, 
er her youthful blood fermenting. 
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The prieſt reply d with zealons fury, | 
You ſhould have ſought the means to cara f 
Doctors by various ways we find.. 
Treat theſe diſtempers of the m 
Let gaudy ribbands be deny d 
To her, who raves with ſcornful pride; 
And if religion crack her notions, wh 
Lock up her volumes of devotions; | 
But if for man her rage prevail, ME 
Bar her the ſight of creatures male. Nah 
Or elſe to cure ſuch venom'd bites, 
And ſet the ſhatter'd thoughts arights; 
They ſend you to the ocean's ſhore, 
And plunge the patient ofer and o'er. 
The dame reply'd; alas! in vain | 
My kindred forc'd me to the main; 
Naked and in the face of day: 
Look not, ye fiſhermen, this way! 
What virgin had not done as I did? 
My modeſt hand, by nature guided, 
Debarr'd at once from human eyes 
The ſeat where female honour lies, 
And though thrice dipt from top to toe, 
I {till ſecur'd the poſt below, : 
And guarded it with grafp ſo faſt, 
Not one drop through my fingers paſt; 1 
Thus owe I to my baſhful care IJ or. 
That all the rage is fettled there. 
| Weigh well the projects of mankind; 
Then tell me, reader, canſt thou find ' 
The man from madneſs wholly free? 
They all are mad ſave you and me. 
Do not the ſtateſmen, fop and wit 
By daily follies prove they're bit? 
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Jen the briny cure they try d, 
ſtill kept above the tide ? 


Joer their heads their fingers ſave: 
lands by mean extortion thrive, 
ue pocket lightly dive 
e expert in pilf' ring vice, 
burn and itch to cog the dice. 
inge in a courtier; ſtraight his fears 
"Wi his hands to top his ears. 
Wow truth ſeems a grating noiſe, 
Wires the ſland'rer's whiſp'ring voice; 
ugs on flatt'ry with delight, .. 
inks all fulſom praiſe is right. 
Illvomen dread a wat'ry death: 
iy ſhut their lips to hold their breath, 
though you duck them ne'er ſo long, 
"FW one ſalt drop &er wets their tongue; 
bence they ſcangal have at will, 
What this member ne'er lies ſtill, 


Por. II. E 


| * men (when drench'd beneath the wave) 
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THE 


TH or THE SQUIRE, 


Ax E C'L-0-G- U 


FPIAuITATION OF THE POLLIO-QE 
VIRGIL. 


; TE folvan muſes, loftier ſtrains recite; 
Not all in ſhades, and humble cotts delight. 
i! the bells ring; along the diſtant grounds 
F:wiving gales convey the ſwelling ſounds z. 
Pattentive ſwain, forgetful of his work, 
Nagaping wonder, leans upon his fork. 

Fit ſudden news alarms the waking morn ?” 

be glad Squire a hopeful heir is born. 

un, mourn, ye ſtags, and all the beaſts of chaſe, 
FT hour deſtruction. brings on all'your race: 

e pleasd tenents duteous off 'rings bear, 
Ineys and geeſe, and grocers ſweeteſt ware; 
Ia the new health the pond'rous tankard flows, 
Nold October reddens ev'ry noſe. 

Hes and ſpaniels round his cradle ſtandʒ 

Plus moiſt lip and gently lick his hand; 

Foys to hear the ſhrill horn's echoing ſcundä, 


U learns to liſ] p the names of all the hounds, 
E 3 
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With frothy ale to make his cup o'erflow, en rip' 
Barley ſhall in paternal acres grow; Ly f 
The bee ſhall ſip the fragrant dew from flow'rs, Tnilk-m 


To give metheglin for his morning hours; ſmack 
For him the cluſtring hop ſhall climb the poles, Ndity,! 
And his own orchard ſparkle in his bowls, loft be 


His ſire's exploits he now with wonder hears, link, 


The monſtrous tales indulge his greedy ears; Inpang 


How when youth ſtrung his nerves and warm'{wilt tl 

1 | le the 
He rod the mighty Nimrod of the plains: _ moor 
He leads the ſtaring infant through the hall, ite yo 
Points out the horny ſpoils that grace the wall; Iten tr 
Tells, how this ſtag through three whole county H level 
What rivers ſwam, where bay'd, and where he ble, N d! 
Now he the wonders of the fox repeats, chee! 
Deſcribes the deſp'rate chaſe, and all his cheats; Innen 
How in one day beneath his furious ſpeed, 
He tir'd ſeven courſers of the fleeteſt breed; 
How high the pale he leapt, how wide the ditch, Na or 
When the hound tore the haunches of the * vd 
Theſe ſtories which deſcend from ſon to ſon, 


That calls the darling from thy tender eye; 
How ſhall his ſpirit brook the rigid rules, 
And the long tyranny of grammar ſchools? 
Let younger brothers o'er dull authors plod, 
Laſh'd into Latin by the tingling rod; 

No, let him never feel that ſmart diſgrace : 
Why ſhould he wiſer prove than all his race? 


The moſt common accident to ſportſmen ; te bunte i | 
in the ſhape of a hare, 


| ECLOGUE Ss. 55 
nrip'ning youth with down o'erſhades his chin, 
Lory ſemale eye incites to fin; | | 
„ Tnilk-maid (thoughtleſs of her future ſhame) 
 Hiſaacking lip ſhall raiſe his guilty flame; 
„ Nliry, barn, the hay-loft and the grove 
loft! be conſcious of their ſtolen love. 
Funk, Priſcilla, on that dreadful time, 
Iapangs and watry qualms ſhall own thy crime; 
wit thou tremble when thy nipple's preſt, 
Mc the white drops bathe thy ſwelling breaſt ! 
| S:noons ſhall publicly divulge thy ſhame, 

She young Squire foreſtall] a father's name, 76 
nen twice twelve times the reaper's ſweeping hand 
a levell'd harveſts has beſtrown the land, 
umd St, Hubert's feaſt, his winding horn 
cheer the joyful hound and wake the morn! 
Ismemorable day his eager ſpeed 
Il urge with bloody heel the riſing ſteed. 
leck the foamy bit, nor tempt thy fate, 
uk on the murders of a five-bar gate! 
fprodigal of life, the leap he tries, 

Nu the duſt his groveling honour lies, 
along he falls, and on the rugged ſtone 
Wrts his neck, and cracks the collar - bone; 
ut rous youth, thy thirſt of game allay, 
t thou ſurvive the perils of this day! 

Elall ſurvive; and in late years be ſent 
Naore away debates in Parliament. 

{ !hetime ſhall come, when his more ſolid ſenſe 
Fnod important ſhall the laws diſpenſe; 

Alice with grave juſtices ſhall ſit, | 
Fe their wiſdom, they admire his wit. 
eyhound ſhall attend the tenent's pace, 
July gun the farmer's chimney grace; 
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| Salmons ſhall leave their covers void of fear; 


Nor dread the thieviſh net or triple ſpear; 

Poachers ſhall tremble at his awful name, 

Whom vengeance now o'ertakes for murder deu 
Aſſiſt me, Bacchus, and ye drunken pow'rs, 


To ing his friendſhips and his midnight hours! 


Why doſt thou glory in thy ſtrength of beer, 0 
Firm- cork'd, and mellow ꝰd till the twentieth year; 
Brew'd or when Phoebus warms the fleecy ſign, 

Or when his languid rays in Scorpio ſhine. - 

Think on the miſchiefs which from hence have ſm 1 
It arms with curſes dire the wrathful tongue; 
Foul ſcandal to the lying lip affords, 

And prompts the mem'ry with injurious words, 

O where is wiſdom, when by this o'erpower'd? 

The ſtate is cenſur'd, and the maid deflower'd! No 
And wilt thou ſtill, O Squire, brew ale ſo ſtrong? 


Hear then the Sate of prophetic ſong. nee Ly 
Methinks I ſee him in his hall appear, B+ lover 
Where the long table floats in clammy beer, ul cate 


Midſt mugs and glaſles ſhatter'd o'er the floor, Ie chu 
Dead-drunk his ſervile crew ſupinely ſnore; Mchain 
Triumphant, o'er the proſtrate brutes he ſtands, Yjrmid 
The mighty bumper trembles in his hands; 
Boldly he drinks, and like his glorious fires, 
In copious gulps of potent ale expires. Troll! 
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Jo1LETTE, 


li TOWN ECLOGUE. 


THE 


LYDIA. 


OW twenty ſprings had cloath'd the Park with 
green, | | 
ce Lydia knew the bloſſom of fifteen ; 

; vers now her morning hours moleſt, 

Fd catch her at her toilette half undreſt; 

e thund'ring knocker wakes the ſtreet no more, 
ſochairs, no coaches croud her ſilent door; 
F*nidnights once at cards and Hazard fled, 

Mich now, alas! ſhe dreams away in bed. | 
wund her wait Shocks, monkeys and mockaws, 
lolill the place of fops, and perjur'd beaus ; 
ltheſe ſhe views the mimickry of man, 
ind ſmiles when grinning Pug gallants her fan; 
den Poll repeats, the ſounds deceive her ear, 
for ſounds, like his, once told her Damon's care. 
t theſe alone her tedious mornings paſs; 

Tat the dumb devotion of her glaſs, 
ie ſmooths her brow, and frizles forth her hairs, 
| fancies youthful dreſs gives youthful airs ; 


is 
ö 
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With crimſon wool ſhe fixes every grace, | abe tal 
That not a bluſh can diſcompoſe her face. Sntic ſk: 
Reclin'd upon her arm ſhe penſive ſate, careleſ: 

And curs'd th' inconſtaney of youth too late, lines a 
\ © youth! © ſpring of life! for ever loſt! Wien rem. 


No more my name ſhall reign the fav'rite toaſt, Iutbere t 

On glaſs no more the di mond grave my name, nffling « 

And rhymes miſpell'd record alover's flame: there 

Nor ſhall ſide- boxes watch my reſtleſs eyes, 

And as they catch the glance in rows ariſe 

With humble bows ; nor white · glov'd beaus encroad 

In crouds behind, to guard me to my coach. 

Ah hapleſs nymph ! ſuch conqueſts are no more, F 

For Chloe's now what Lydia was before! 
Tis true, this Chloe boaſts the peach's bloom, 

But does her nearer whiſper breathe perfume? * 

I own her taper ſhape is form'd to pleaſe; 

Yet if you ſaw her unconfin'd by ſtays! 

She doubly to fifteen may make pretence, 

Alike we read it in her face and ſenſe. 

Her reputation ! but that never yet | 

Could check the freedoms of a young coquet. 

Why will ye then, vain fops, her eyes believe? 

Her eyes can, like your perjur'd tongues, deceive. ? 
What ſhall I do? how ſpend the hateful day? 0 

At chapel ſhall I wear the morn away? 

Who there frequents at theſe unmodiſh hours, 

But antient matrons with their frizled tow'rs,. 

And gay religious maids? my preſence there 

Amid that ſober train would own deſpair ;. 

Nor am I yet ſo old; nor is my glance 

As yet fixt wholly to devotion's trance. 

Straight then I'll dreſs, and take my wonted range 
Through ev'ry Indian ſhop, through all the Change 


ECLOGUBEBS. | 59 


Lethe tall jar erects his coſtly pride, 
Pintic ſhapes in China's azure dy'd; 
&: careleſs lies the rich brocade unroll'd, 
ines a cabinet with-burniſh'd gold; 
Jen remembrance will my grief renew, 
— the raffling dice falſe Damon threw 
S:fling dice to him decide the prize. 
T:there he firſt convers'd with Chloe's eyes; 
$*rung th' ill-fated cauſe of all my ſmart, 
Ive the toy he gave, to her his heart. 
0ad bon thy perj'ry in the gift was found, 
liver d China dropt upon the gronndz 
omen that thy vows would faithleſs prove; 
as thy preſent, frailer is thy love. 
| thappy Pall, in wiry priſon pent 
une er haſt known what love or rivals meant, 
Aug with pleaſure can his fetters bear, 
Fu ne'er beliey'd the vows that lovers ſwear! 
Fan Icurſt! (unhappy and forlorn) 
ibperjury, with love, and rival's ſcorn-! 
ere the looſe coquet's inveigling airs, 
Weis the pompous grief of youthful heirs, 
eis the cringing courtier's plighted word, 
Neare the dice when gameſters ſtamp the board, 
Neis the ſprightly widow's public tear; ; 
Fi theſe to Damon's oaths are all fincere. 
from perfidious man, the ſex diſdain 
krvile Chloe wear the nuptial chain, 
aon is practis'd in the modrſh life, 
Ubate, and yet be civil to a wife. 
mes he ſwears; he drinks; he fights; he roves; 
It Chloe can believe he fondly loves. 
Alreſs and wife can well ſupply his need, 
inifs for pleaſure, and a wiſe for breed, 
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But Chloe's air is unconfin'd and gay, 
And can perhaps an injur'd bed repay; 
Perhaps her patient temper can behold 
The rival of her love adorn'd with gold, 
Powder'd with di'monds; free from thought ai 
A husband's ſullen humours ſhe can hear. 
Why are theſe ſobs? and why theſe ſtreamiag 
Is love the cauſe ? no, I the ſex deſpiſe; 
T hate, I loath his baſe perfidious name. 
Yet if he ſhould but feign arival flame? ro 
But Chloe boaſts and triumphs i in my pains, Þ T ( 
To her he's faithful, *tis to me he feigns. 
Thus love-ſfick Lydia rav'd. her maid appet 
A band-box in her ſteady hand ſhe bears. 


How well this ribband's gloſs becomes your fac wy. 

She cries, in raptures! then, ſo ſweet a lace! ; 

How charmingly you look! fo bright! ſo fair! Nun T. 

Tis to your eyes the head-dreſs owes its air, : 
cache 


Straight Lydia ſmil'd; the comb adjuſts ber loch 8 
And at the play- Boule Harry keeps her box. 
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LrowN ECLOGUE, 


DoRIS AND ME LAN T H E. 


toll'd, | | 
waches to the patron's-evee roll d, £ 
boris roſe. And now through all the room 
To fow'ry tea exhales a fragrant fume. 
er cup they ſipt, and talk'd by fits, 
ooris here, and there Melanthe ſits. 
Fi was young, a laughter-loving dame, 

r of her own alike and others fame; 

nthe's tongue could well a tale advance, 
Wiloner gave than ſunk a circumſtance : 

Kd in her mem'fy ſecrets never dy d: 

its begun, Melanthe thus reply d. 


1 


poO AIS. 

Ja the vain fantaſtic fop admires, 
ltrake's looſe gallantry her boſom fires 
Yo, II. 3 


| = James's noon-day bell for pray'rs had 
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Sylvia like that is vain, like this ſhe roves, Son ſhoW 


In liking them ſhe but her ſelf approves. Ine a man 
MELANTHE, 
Laura rails on at men, the ſex reviles, uſore def 


Their vice condemns, or at their folly ſmiles, | habille 
Why ſhould her tongue in juſt reſentment fail, Yhough th 
Since men at her with equal freedom rail? {was yie 
| DORIS. | 
Laſt maſquerade was Sylvia nymph-like ſeen, Nernt car 
_ Her hand acrook ſuſtain'd, her dreſs was green; für coul 
An am'rous ſhepherd led her through the croudhke loves 
The nymph was innocent, the ſhepherd vow i gutt not 
But nymphs their innocence with ſhepherds trill 
So both withdrew, as nymph and ſhepherd mult, I Laura 


MELANTHE. Yhotwan v. 
Name but the licence of the modern ſtage, 
Laura takes fire, and kindles into rage; by hou] 
The whining tragic love ſhe ſcarce can bear, Wyroud 
But nauſeous comedy ne'er ſhock'd her ea; 1 
Vet in the gall'ry mobb'd, ſhe ſits ſecure, + I, thong 
And laughs at jeſts that turn the box demure, »Wperhaj 
: DoRIS. 55 Vio can 
Truſt not, ye ladies, to your beauty's po- r, Wutalks 
For beauty withers like a ſhrivell'd flow'r jj, is vair 
Yet thoſe fair flow'rs that Sylvia's temples bing Fivthe 1 
Fade not with ſudden blights or winter's wind; 
Like thoſe her face defies the rolling years, 0+ wiſe 
For art her roſes and her charms repairs. is n 
| ME LANTHE. | 1 
Laura deſpiſes ev'ry outward grace, Yu oy 
The wanton ſparkling eye, the blooming face; 
The beauties of the ſoul are all her pride, atho 


For other beauties nature has deny d; Wand 


E GL O G-U'E'S;. 
on ſhow a beauteous mind, 
Lee a man to Laura's merits blind? 
 DORIS. | | 
I: fure defies the town's reproach, . 
$:habille is ſoil'd in hackney coach; 
Jiough the ſaſh was clos'd, muſt we conclude; 
Ie was yielding, when her fop was rude? 
MELAN THE. 
ant caution at too dear a coſt. 
Jar could e'er retrieve her honour loſt? 4 
Fi: loves; and who the nymplyean blame, 
Judt not own a footman's vulgar flame? 
i ' DORIS.. 
+ Laura's homely taſte deſcend fo lo -); 
man well may vye with Sylvia's beau. 
MELANTHE. 
Fir hould Laura think it a diſgrace, . et 
zproud Miranda's groom wears Flander's lace? 
1 DORIS. #1 
tough for muſic Cynthio boaſts an ear? 
Fi perhaps can hum an opera air. 
No can bow, takes ſnuff, and dances well, 
Wi talks common ſenſe, can write and ſpell; 
* vain fancy dreſs and ſhow admires, 
Fiathe man alone who Laura fires. 
MELANTHE. | 
$i viſe morals Laura's ſoul improve: 
[this no doubt muſt be Platonic love! 
dul to gen'rous acts was (till inclin'd ;- 
Fit hows more virtue than an humble mind ? 
| DORIS. 
utthough young Sylvia love the Park's cool ſhade, 


ander in the dusk the ſecret glade ? 
TY 6 


64 E.CLOGUE'S$. 
Maſqu'd and alone (by chance) ſhe met her {ſp 
That! innocence is weak which ſnuns the da. | 
MELANTHE, | 
But Laura for her flame has no pretence; _ l [was hf 
Her footman is a footman too in ſenſe, fan 28 
All prudes I hate, and thoſe-are rightly curſt Ian 
With ſcandal's double load, who cenſure firſt, 


Le Syl 


DORIS, 
And what if Cynthio Sylvia's garter ty'd! 
- Who ſuch a footzgnd ſuch a leg would hide; 


When crook-li His can expoſe to view | 
Her 92 5 clock d tocking, and her tawdry ſhoe? 
MELANTHE, | 
If pure devotion center in the face, 
If cens' ring others ſhow intrinfic grace, 
If guilt to public freedoms be confin'd, 
Prudes (all muft own) are of the holy kind! 
DOR18, 
Sylvia Atlan reſerve, and flies conſtraint: 
She neither is, nor would be thought a faint, | 
MELANTHE, 
Love is a trivial paſſion, Laura cries, 
May I be bleſt with friendfhip's ſtricter ties; 
To ſuch a breaſt all ſecrets we commend; 
Sure the whole Drawin g-room is Laura's friend. 
DORIS. I 
At marriage Sylvia rails; who men would truſt? f 
Yet husbands jealouſies are ſometimes juſt. 
Her favours Sylvia ſhares among mankind, 
Such genrous love ſhould never be une, d. 


As thus alternate chat employ'd their tongue, 
With thund'ring raps the braſen knocker rung: 


ECLOGU E 8. _ 
wth Sylvia came: che 2 ariſe: 
expected viſit, Doris cri 1 

5 kind! Melanthe Laura . 

; * laſt ſo bleſt, my es an os, Ko 
Ian age! they ſate; the ho " 

' gain that night at Ombre met. 
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Then dy'd the tender partner of her bed, 


While oft the ſnowy cambrick wipes her eyes. 


Sabina ſnatch'd it with an angry look, 
And thus in haſty words her grief could 


T HE 


FUNERA 


A TOWN ECLOGutl. 


SABINA. LUCY. 


wier had the moon perform 'd her monthlynd 
Since firſt the veil o'ercaſt Sabina's face. 


And lives Sabina when Fidelio's dead ? 
Fidelio's dead, and yet Sabina lives. 

But ſee the tribute of her tears ſhe gives; 
Their abſent lord her rooms in ſable mourn, 
And all the day the glimmering tapers burn; 
Stretch'd on the couch of ſtate ſhe penſive lies, 


Now enter'd Lucy, truſty Lucy knew, 

To roll a ſleeve, or bear a Billet-doux ; 
Her ready tongue, in ſecret ſervice try'd, 
With equal fluency ſpoke truth or ly'd, 
She well could fluff or humble a gallant, 
And ſerve at once as maid and confidant ; 
A letter from her faithful ſtays ſhe took : 


While Lucy ſtrove to ſooth her troubled breaſt. 
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 SABINA. 
1 fill Myrtillo's hand! his flame ſcorn, 
ack his paſſion with the ſeal untorn. 
Jbeak our foft repoſe has man a right, 
Ie we doom'd to read whate'er they write? 
Sil the ſex my firm reſolves ſhall move, 
Nies a life of ſorrow, not of love. 
&Lydia's wrinkles all my forchead trace, 
KCelia's paleneſs ſicken o'er my face, 
ops of mine, as Flavia's favours, boaſt, 
&/coquets triumph in my honour loſt ; 
| Hcards employ my nights, and never more 
Tr theſe curſt eyes behold a matadore! 
Si China, periſh Shock, die Perroquet! 
Wi 1 Fidelio's dearer Jove forget. 
do's judgment ſcorn'd the foppiſh train, 
ur was eaſy, and his dreſs was plain, 
Þ words ſincere, reſpe& his preſence drew, 
Non his lips ſweet converſation grew. 
Nies wit, where's beauty, where is virtue fled ? . 
Ts! they're now no more; Fidelio's dead! 
| LUCY, 
ven he liv'd, he wanted ev'ry grace; 
luteaſy air was then an aukward pace: 
Ne not your ſighs in whiſpers often ſaid, 
$ dreſs was ſlovenly, his ſpeech ill · bred? ? 
Fe not J heard you, with a ſecret tear, 
$4that ſweet converſe ſullen and ſevere? 
ink not I come to take Myrtillo's part, 
Chloe, Daphne, Doris ſhare his heart. 
$*Ciloe's love in ev'ry ear expreſs 
us graceful perſon and genteel addreſs, 
Uvell may judge, what ſhaft has Daphne hit, 
No ſuffers ſilence to admire his wit. 
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68  _E.CLOGUES. 
His equipage and liv'ries Doris move, 
But Chloe, Daphne, Doris fondly love. 
Sooner ſhall cits in faſhions guide the court, 
And beaus upon the buly Change reſort ; 
| Sooner the nation ſhall from ſnuff be freed, 
And fops apartments ſmoke with India's weed, 85 
Sooner I'd wiſh and ſigh through nun'ry grates, 
Than recommend the flame Sabina hates, 

SABINA. | 
Becauſe ſome widows are in haſte ſubdu'd; | 
Shall ev'ry fop upon our tears intrude ? = 
Can I farget my lov'd Fidelio's tongue, 
Soft as the warbling of Italian ſong ? 
Did not his roſy lips breathe forth perfume; 
II as (teams from tea's imperial bloom? 

LUCY. q 

Yet once you thought that tongue a greater curſe; | 
Than ſquawles of children for an abſent nurſe. . 
Have you not fancy'd in his frequent kiſs 
Th' ungrateful leavings of a filthy miſs? 

S ABINA. 
Love, I thy pow'r defy; no ſecond flame, 
Shall, ever raze my dear Fidelio's name. 
Fannia without a tear might loſe her lord, 
Who ne'er enjoy'd his preſenee but at . 
And why ſhguld ſorrow fit on Lesbia's face? 
Are there ſuch comforts in a ſot's embrace? 
No friend, no lover is to Lesbia dead, 
For Lesbia long had known a ſep'rate bed. 
Guſn forth, ye tears; waſte, waſte, ye ſighs, my bread; 
My days, my nights were by Fidelio bl 

LUCY, 

You cannot ſure forget how oft” you aid 
His teazing fondneſs jealouſy betray d! 


| 


&: itthe play the neighb'ring box he took, 
Jaought you read ſuſpicion in his look; 
cards and counters flew around the board, 
you not wiſh'd the abſence of your lord? 
Sompany was then a poor pretence, 
Dieck the freedoms of a wife's expence ! 
| sABINA. 
uy ſhould 1 Myrtillo's paſſion blame, 
love's a fierce involuntary flame? 
| LUCY: 

Rite the ſallies of his heart withſtand, 
I hould he not to Chloe give his hand? 
\ F(hbve's handſom, yet be flights her flame; 
Wight ſhe fainted at Sabina's name. 
Daphne, doſt thou blaſt Sabina's charms ? 

"Wi keeps no lover from thy arms. 
ſe: Naimp Myrtillo play'd, in kind regards 
Ns dealt love; he only dealt the cards; 

ns was touch'd with ſpleen ; her fan ſhe rent, 

from the table, and to tears gave vent. 
M, Doris, doſt thou curſe Sabina's eyes? 
ler Myrtillo is a vulgar prize. 
| SABIN A. 
 Fifiy, I lov'd; how loud would cenſure rail, 

| to quit the duties of the veil! _. 
o fooner plays and op'ras F1l — 


| | | an my mother as a confidant, | 
Fa friendſhip with my maiden aunt, 
an till——to-morrow throw my weeds away. 


Ditktme ſee him, if he comes to-day! 
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ul change theſe China jars for Tunbri e ware; 


FORT; WOT ns — —— 
” 


+. „ 
I K " _ 
—— «<P - 
P P ²˙ A ²rK a ar eu — 
4— — — —— 
. pn . — 2 — 
5 TE — = —_— 2 —— w 
— — — . * 2 : a 9 — 
" 2 a=; .., > oo y 
— 


—— 


— —— —— —w— ˖ — ͥ́ꝓ — 
5 2 — 
— ——ͤ — 
« — - — 
_ — a " „ * 0 Ln 
— N I 1 
* ” "I. BS 


70> 


eme 
if the! 


7. | „ do, 
T HE 4 | or 


S fall 
wed: 


ESPOUSALE 


gg at 


AS OBER ECLOGUE, Eu 
Dau v1 
bn 1 
{nat 
BY 
<a 
ict 
bo np: 

os 


Between two of the People calle 
QUAKERS: 


CALEB TABIT HA 


| BREneath the ſhadow of a beaver hat, 
Meek Caleb at a filent meeting ſat; 
His eye-balls oft' forgot the holy trance, 
While Tabitha demure, return'd the glance. 
The meeting ended, Caleb ſilence broke, 
And Tabitha her inward yearnings ſpoke. 
| CALEB. 


Beloved, ſee how all things follow love, | | 

| Lamþfondleth lamb, and dove diſports with dove; | 

Vet fondled lambs their] innocence ſecure, | | 

And none can call the turtle's bill impure 

O faireſt of our ſiſters, let me be 

The billing dove, and fondling lamb to thee. 
| TABITHA. 

But, Caleb, know that birds of gentle mind 

Ele& a mate among the ſober kind, 


E G LOG Efs. 

Fi-mockaws, all deck'd in ſcarlet pride, 

- B-their mild and modeſt hearts aſide; 

Iso, vain man, beguil'd by Popiſh ſhows, 

cd on ribbands, flounces, furbelows. 

ale heart be fond of tawdry dyes, 

| ned the painted arch in ſummer skies; 5 

Tore will like the rainbow's hue decay, 

7 | 

Scat the firſt, but paſſeth ſoon away. 

| C ALEB. 

Þ-not the frailties of my youthful PE] 

Na uvice miſ-led me through the harlot' ways; 
1 with wanton look thy ſex beheld, 
alle g@nture with each wanton look rebell'd; 
EF parti-colour'd pride my heart might move 
Fi lace; the net to cateh unhallow'd love. 
ach- like love is fading as the flower, 

Figs in a day, and withereth in an hour: 

ro 1 feel the ſpouſal love within, 

ö cm love no ſiſter holds a ſin. 

| TABITHA. 

w thou longeſt for the flaunting maid, 

I falſhood own, and ſay T am betray'd; 
tongue of man is bliſter'd o'er with lies, 
Ftruth is ever read in woman's eyes; 
ut my lip obey'd a tongue like thine ! 

| Filatthine-eye bewray'd a love like mine! 

e; CALEB.'. 

bitter are thy words! forbear to teaze, | 

might blame but love delights to pleaſe, 

Y ſhould I tell thee, that when laſt the ſun 
ed the downy peach of Newington, 
Fub led thee through the garden's walk, 

N ningled melting kiſſes with his talk? 
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For luſt of gain, but ſor the giver's ſake. 


Ilook on this and chide the hours delay: 


Man but in vain with trinkets tries to move, 


Ned as the cherry from the Kentiſh tree; 


Does no proud worldly dame divide thy be 1 


— —_ — — 4 2 
" 


. 
* 


Ah jealouſy ! turn, turn thine eyes aſide, 
How can I fee that watch adorn thy ſide? 
For verily no gift the filters take 


TABITHA, 
IT own, Joſiah gave the golden toy, 
Which did the righteous hand of Quare 
When Caleb hath aſſign'd ſome happy day, 


And when Joſiah would his love purſue, 
On this I look and ſhun his wanton view. 


The only preſent love demands is love. 
CALEB. 2% 
Ah Tabitha, to hear theſe words of thine 
My pulſe beats high, as if inflam'd with wine! 
When to the brethren firſt with fervent zed 
Thy ſpirit mov'd thy yearnings to reveal, 
How did Ijoy thy trembling lip to ſee 


When extaſy had warm'd thy look ſo meek, 

Gardens of roſes bluſhed on thy cheek, 

With what ſweet tranſport didſt thou roll thineqd 

How did thy words provoke the brethren's 1 

Words that with holy ſighs might others move, | 

But, Tabitha, my ſighs were ſighs of love. 
TABLTHA, 4 


Is Tabitha beyond her wiſhes bleſt ? 


Then hear me, Caleb, witneſs what I ſpeak, 
This ſolemn promiſe death alone can break; 
Sooner I would bedeck my brow with lace, 
And with immodeſt fay'rites ſhade my face, 
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&: like Babylon's lewd whore be dreſt 
ung di'monds and a ſcarlet veſt, 
ea ourt'ſy in cathedral pew, 
* Tprove inconſtant, while my Caleb's true. 
CALEB, | 
a[prove falſe, and Tabitha forſake, 
los ers ſhall dance a jig at country wake; 
Wren unbeaver'd then ſhall bow their head, 
n prophane mince-pies our babes be fed. 
| TABITHA. 
r [ofiah were with paſſion fir'd, 
Wn as the zeal of youth when firſt inſpir'd ; 
Way love though he might perſevere, 
anging as the decent garb we wear, 
tou wert fickle as the wind that blows, 
"Wits the feather on the head of beaus; 
bor thee would all the ſex reſign, * 
A, take all the reſt——be Caleb mine. 
c 
gh I had all that ſinful love affords, 
al the concubines of all the lords, 
Wl: couches creak with whoredom's ſinful ſhame, 
e velvet chairs are with adult'ry lame; 
lin the harlot's hall, I would not ſip 
ew of lewdneſs from her lying lip; 
Jun her paths, upon thy mouth to dwell, 
eet than powder which the merchants ſell; 
Fice me with kiſſes pure like thine! | 
ye lords, the wanton concubine, 
bring now calls us forth; come, ſiſter, come, 
the primroſe and the daiſy bloom, 
Ffremony bind the worldly pair, 
F"elteem the brethrens word ſincere, 
Ve, II. GG 


> - ECLOGUE'sS, 
| TABITHA, _ 

Ely 5 are but ſorms. O lead me hence, 

For ſecret love can neyer give offence. 


Then hand in PAS the loving mates with 
i True love is nature-unreſtrain'd bylaw, 
'This all the holy ſe allows; 
So Tabi a took earneſt of a f. poule, 
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ro MY INGEN1OUS AND WORTHY FRIEND, 
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4 wor of that celebrated treatiſe in fo- 
lo, called the LAND-TAx BILL. 


HEN poets print their works, the ſcribbling | 
4 crew | 0 
the bard o'er with bays, like Chriſem 
Þneagre poetry ſuch fame deſerve *_ — 
poetry; that only writes to „ „ | 


| 4 
hall no laurel deck *' 3 d 
ich the ſenate*' nat flamous head, 


be. annual law is bred ? 
Vg ad, which greater glory fires, 
„Ways and MEANS true fame acquires. 
A Virgil's force to ſing the man, 
ſtoſe learned lines can millions raiſe PER ANN. 
FL his praiſe ſhould ſwell the trump of fame, 
F=Rapes and Wapentakes reſound his name. 
Ihe blind poet gain'd a long renown 
Finging ev'ry Grecian chief and town; 
e his proſe much greater fame requires,” 
lich ſweetly counts five thouſand knights and 
ſquires, 1 
err ſeats, their cities, pariſhes and ſhires. . 


76 MISCELLANIES, 
Thy copious preamble ſo ſmoothly runs, 
Taxes no more appear like legal duns, 


We read with pleaſure, though with pain we 0. 
Ah why did C thy works defame 
That author's long harangue betrays his name: 

After his ſpeeches can his pen ſucceed? 


Under what ſcience ſhall thy works be read? 
All know thou wert not poet born and bred; 
Or doſt thou boaſt th' hiſtorian's laſting pen, 

Whoſe annals are the Acts of worthy men? 
No. ſatyr is thy talent; and each laſh 
Makes the rich miſer tremble o'er his caſh; 
What on the drunkard can be more ſevere, 
Than direful taxes on his ale and beer? 
__ Ev'n Button's wits are nought compar'd to thee] 
Who ne'er were known or prais'd but o'er his te, 
While thou through Britain's diſtant iſle ſhalt m 
In ev'ry Hundred and Diviſion read. 
Critics in Claſſics oft interpolate, 
But ev'ry word of thine is fixt as fate. 
Some works come forth at noon, but die at night 
In blazing fringes round a tallow light, 
Some may perhaps to a whole week extend, 
Like 8 (when unaſſiſted by a friend) 
But thou ſhalt live a year in ſpite of fate; 


Poets of old had ſuch a wondrous power, 
That with their verſes they could raiſe a tower; 
But in thy proſe a greater force is found; 
What poet ever rais'd ten thouſand pound i 
Cadmus, by ſowing dragons teeth, we read, 
Rais d a vaſt army from the pois nous ſeed. 


Lords, knights, and ſquires th' aſſeſſors power oh 


Though forc'd to hear, we're not oblig'd to read. 


And where's your author boaſts a longer date? | 
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Fours, L——, can greater wonders do, 

niſeſt armies, and canſt pay them too. 

er ob vith thy dreaded pen; thy annals ceaſe; 

pay, need we armies when the land's in peace ? 
are perfect devils in their way, 

ne: 


read, | 
d? 


ö 


nonce they're rais'd, they're curſed hard to lay. 
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Perjur'd Alexis ſaw the bluſhing maid, 
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Long had Panthea felt love's ſecret ſmart, | 

And hope and fear alternate rul'd her heart; 
Conſenting glances had her flame confeſt. 3 
(In woman's eyes her very ſoul's expreſt) 


He ſaw, he ſwore, he conquer'd and betray'd: 
Another love now calls him from her arms, 
His fick le heart another beauty warms; 
Thoſe oaths oft' whiſper'd in Panthea's ears, 
He now again to Galatea ſwears. 
Beneath a beach th' abandon'd virgin laid, 
In grateful ſolitude enjoys the ſhade; * 
There with faint voice ſhe bre ath'd theſe mori 
ſtrains, | 
While ſighing zephyrs ſhar'd her am'rous pains, 
Pale ſettled ſorrow hangs upon my brow, 
Dead are my charms; Alexis breaks his yow! 
Think, think, dear ſhepherd, on the days you Mgt 
When I was happy when my ſwain was true; 
Think how thy looks and tongue are form'd ton 
And think yet more that all my fault was lov 
Ah, could you view mein this wretched ſtate!  ? 
You might not love me, but you could not hate. F 


MISCELLANIES. 81 
yon behold me in this conſcious ſhade, 
ecrſt thy vows, where firſt my love was paid, 

- Hhout with watching, ſullen with deſpair, | 
We each eye ſwell with a guſhing tear ? 
4. {you behold me on this moſſy bed, 
ny pale cheek the lively crimſon fled, 
ain my ſofter hours you oft' have ſworn, 
Hoy beauty far out-bluſh'd the morn; _ 
{you untouch'd this wretched object bear, 
rould not loſt Panthea claim a tear? | 
Hould not ſure—tears from your eyes would ſteal, 
uawares thy tender ſoul reveal. 
, Bv!—thy ſoul with cruelty is fraught, 
Jaderneſs diſturbs thy ſavage thought; 
Tr hall tigers ſpare the trembling lambs, 
Wolves with pity hear their bleating dams 3 
r hall vultures from their quarry fly, 
Tkille Alexis for Panthea ſigang. 6 2 
boſom ne'er a tender thought confeſt, 
ubborn flint has arm'd thy cruel vreaſt ; 
udeſt flints are worn by frequent rains, 
the ſoft drops diſſolve their ſolid veins; 
F®thy relentleſs heart more hard appears, 
ou not ſoften'd by a flood of tears. 
© what is love! Panthea's joys are gone, 
Fiberty, her peace, her reaſon flown ! 
ten I view me in the watry glaſs, + 
T *anthea now, not what ſhe was. 
A erthern winds the new-blown roſes blaſt, 
ea the ground their fading ruins caſt ; 
aden blights corrupt the ripen'd grain, 
fits verdure ſpoil the mournful plain; 
Nleſs love on blooming features preys, 
leſs love deſtroys our peaceful days. 


MISCELLANTE S. 
Come, gentle ſleep, relieve theſe weary d eyes, | 
All ſorrow in thy ſoft embraces dies: | 
There, ſpite of all thy perjur'd vows, I find + 
Faithleſs Alexis languiſhingly kind; ay: 
Sometimes he leads me by the mazy ſtream, 
And pleaſingly deludes me in my dream; 
Sometimes he guides me to the ſecret grove, - 
Where all our looks, and all our talk is love. 
Oh, could I thus conſume each tedious day, 
And in ſweet ſlumbers dream my life away 
But ſleep, which now no more relieves theſe eyes, 
To my fad ſoul the dear deceit denies; 
Why does the fun dart forth his chearful rays? F 
Why do the woods reſound with warbling lays? ' 
Why does the roſe her grateful fragrance yield, | 
And yellow cowllips paint the ſmiling field? 
Why ds the ſtreams with murm'ring muſic fon, 
And why do groves their friendly ſhade beſtow. Y - 
- Let ſable clouds the chearful ſun deface, = 
Let mournful filence ſeize the feather'd race; 
No more, ye roſes, grateful fragrance yield, 
Droop, droop, ye cowllips, in the blaſted field; 
No more, ye ſtreams, with murm'ring muſic flow, 
And let not groves a friendly ſhade beſtow: 
With ſympathizing grief let nature mourn, 
| And never know the youthful ſpring's return; 
And ſhallI never more Alexis ſee ? I 
Then what is ſpring, or grove, or ſtream to me: 
Why ſport the skipping lambs on yonder plain” 
Why do the birds their tuneful voices ſtrain? 
Why frisk thoſe heifers in the cooling grove? 
Their happier life is igg ut of love. 
Oh! lead me to ſome 


| MISCELLANIES. 832 
ithe dark rock where daſhing waters fall, 

- Weeping ivychangs the craggy wall, 

el may waſte in tears my hours away, 

ever know the ſeaſons or the day. 

lie, Panthea fly this hateful grove, . 

what is life without the ſwain Tlove ? 
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Now mt roſe; and with his early bans 
Wak' d ſlumb'ring Delia from her pleaſing dream 
Her wiſhes by her fancy were ſupply'd, 
And in her ſleep the nuptial knot was ty d. 
With ſecret joy ſhe ſaw the morning ray 16 
Chequer the floor, and through the curtains play; Y 
The happy morn that ſhall her bleſs compleae, 
And all her rivals envious hopes defeat. 
In haſte ſhe roſe; forgetful of her pray'rs, 
Flew to the glaſs, and practis'd o'er her airs : 
Her new-ſet jewels round her robe are PRES, 5 
Some in a brilliant buckle bind her waiſt; 
Some round her neck a circling light diſplay, 
Some in her hair diffuſe a trembling ray; 3 
The ſilver knot o'erlooks the Mechlen lace, 1 
And adds becoming beauties to her face: 
Brocaded flow'rs o'er the gay manteau ſhine, 
And the rich ſtays her taper ſhape confine : 
Thus all her dreſs exerts a graceful pride, 
And ſporting loves ſurround th' expecting bride, 
For Daphnis now attends the bluſhing maid, 
Before the prieſt their ſolemn vows are paid; 


MISC E LLANIE Ss. 
% which ends at once all Delia's cares, 


yell a thouſand eyes with ſecret tears. 


 Araminta, tis in vain to griere, 
Loon from Hymen' s bonds the youth retrieve? 
lin his perj'ries, and no Jonger mourn ; 
my love, andfind a ſure return. 2 
Mi fill the wretched maid no comfort knows, 
. Writh reſentment cheriſhes her woes; 
e pines, and in theſe mournſul Grains) 19% fb 
Wohnis' vows, and her own fate complains. 
Nas it for this I ſparkled at the Play, 

lbiter'd in the Ring whole hours away ? 
Wn if thy chariot in the circle ſhone, 
Wnutual paſſion by our looks was known: 
gh the gay croud my watchful glances flew, 
Wre-c'er J paſs thy grateful eyes purſue. 2 
0 faithleſs youth! too well you ſaw my pain; 
reyes the language of the ſoul explain. 


[ ik, Daphnis, think that ſcarce five days are fled, 


dd you praiſe my ſhape and graceful air! 
yoman thinks all compliments ſincere. 

chou not then in rapture ſpeak thy flame, 

In foft ſighs breathe Araminta's name? 

chou not then with oaths thy paſſion prove, 
vvith an awful trembling, ſay——1 love? 

Ich faithleſs youth! too well you ſaw my pain: | 

eyes the language of the ſoul ATi: : 


Row could f. this thus, nora youth; deceive? 
could I thus, unguarded maid, believe? 


thou canſt well recall that frat night, 


I T9 love ficlt enter'd at my ſight: 
For. 
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0 falſe rongue!)thoſetreach'rous things you ſaid 
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E GF. 


New Phoebus roſe; and with his early beams F® 
Wak'dſlumb'ring Delia from her pleaſing dre dre 
Her wiſhes by her fancy were ſupply'd, 
And in her ſleep the nuptial knot was ty d. | 
With ſecret joy ſhe ſaw the morning ray ' FF 
Chequer the floor, and through the curtains play; 
The happy morn that ſhall her bleſs compleat, | 
And all her rivals envious hopes defeat. 
In haſte ſhe roſe; forgetful of her pray'rs, 
Flew to the glaſs, and practis'd o'er her airs : 
Her new-ſet jewels round her robe are plac'd, 
Some in a brilliant buckle bind her waiſt ; 
Some round her neck a circling light diſplay, 
Some in her hair diffuſe a trembling ray; 
The ſilver knot o'erlooks the Mechlen lace, 
And adds becoming beauties to her face : 
Brocaded flow'rs o'er the gay manteau ſhine, 
And the rich ſtays her taper ſhape confine : 
Thus all her dreſs exerts a graceful pride, 1 
And ſporting loves ſurround th' expecting bride, | 
For Daphnis now attends the bluſhing maid, 
Before the prieſt their ſolemn vows are paid; 


MITCELLANELES ' 
Lay which ends at once all Delia's cares, 
ell a thouſand. eyes with ſecret tears. 
& \raminta, 'tis in vain to grieve, in 
Shou from Hymen' s bonds the youth retrieve? 
n his perj'ries, and no longer mourn : 
my love, and find a ſure return. 
ill the wretched maid no comfort knows, 
(Frith reſentment cheriſhes her woes; 
zhe'pines, and in theſe mournſul Grains, \ 
whnis' vows, and her own fate complains. 
Fs it for this I ſparkled at the Play, 
hbiter'd in the Ring whole hours away? 
if thy chariot in the circle ſhone, 
nutual paſſion by our looks was known: 
gh the gay croud my watchful glances flew, 
„e' er I paſs thy grateful eyes purſue. 
| faithleſs youth! too well you ſaw my pain; 
reyes the language of the ſoul explain. 


ik, Daphnis, think that ſcarce five days are fled, 
o falſe tongue!)thoſe treach'rous things you ſaid; 
dd you praiſe my ſhape and graceful air! 

yoman thinks all compliments ſincere. 

thou not then in rapture ſpeak thy flame, 

in ſoft ſighs breathe Araminta's name? 
thou not then with oaths thy paſſion prove, 
ivith an awful trembling, ſay——1 love? 
Ich faithleſs youth! too well you ſaw my pain: 
In eyes the language of the ſoul PT 


Joy could'ſt thou thus, e youth; deceive? 
F"could I thus, unguarded maid, believe? 
thou canſt well recall that fatal nioht, 


n ſubtle love firſt enter'd at my ſight: 
Nor, II. | 


de, 


. 


dS - : wavcnLLaniey 
When in the dance I was thy partner choſe, 
Gods! what a rapture in my boſom roſe ! _ 
My trembling hand my ſudden joy confeſs'd, 
My glowing cheeks a wounded heart expreſs'd; 1 
My looks ſpoke love; while you with anſw ringeſſ. 
In killing glances made as kind replies. 
Think, Daphnis, think, what tender things you 
Think what confuſion all my ſoul betray'd; 
You call'd my graceful] preſence Cynthia's air, 1 
And when I ſung, the Syrens charm'd your ear; 
My flame blown up by flatt'ry ſtronger grew, 
A gale of loveinev'ry whiſper flex. 
Ah faithleſs youth! too well you ſaw my pai in} 
For eyes the WN the ſoul explain. 


Wheneer I dreſs'd, my maid, who knew my flan 
Cheriſh'd my paſſion with thy lovely name; 


Thy picture in her talk ſo lively grew, f. 
That thy dear image roſe before my view; ] 


She dwelt whole hours upon thy ſhape and mien, Yi 
And wounded Delia's fame to ſooth my ſpleen: 
When ſhe beheld me at the name grow pale, 
Straight to thy charms ſhe chang'd her artful tale; 
And when thy matchleſs charms were quite run ot 
] bid her tell the pleaſing tale once more. 
Oh, Daphnis ! from thy Araminta fled! 
Ob, to my love for ever, ever dead ! 
Like death, his nuptials all my hope remove, 
And ever part me from the man I Iovę. 

Ah faithleſs youth! too well you ſaw my painy 
For eyes the language of the ſoul explain, 


O might I by my cruel fate be thrown, 
In ſome retreat far from this hatcful town! 
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ſe, ess and glaring equipage, adieu! 
» Twppier nymphs thoſe empty ſhows purſue, 
et ſome melancholy ſhade ſurround, 
elsd; te not the print of human ſtep is Word 
ringe; gay dance my feet no more ſhall move, 
ear me faintly through the lonely grove; 
S youlſ ore theſe hands ſhall o'er the ſpinnet bound, 
d; from the ſleeping ſtrings call forth the ſound; 
*UT, radieu, farewel Italian airs ! 
Tear; aoaking raven now ſhall ſooth my cares. 
bme old ruine loſt in thought I reſt, 
_ + chink how Araminta once was bleſt; 
my pan o'er and o'er thy letters I peruſe, 
Fill my grief in one kind ſentence loſe, 
etender line by chance my woe beguiles, 
ny flang on my cheek a ſhort-liv'd pleaſure ſmiles 
Pyis this dawn of joy? flow tears again; 
naretheſe oaths, and all theſe yows are vain; 
Pais, alas! the Gordian knot has ty'd, 
mien n pree nor cunning can the band divide. 
4h faithleſs youth! ſince eyes the ſoul explain, 
; y knew I not that artful tongue could feign ? 
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HOCK's fate T mourn; poor Shock is now non 
Ye muſes mourn, ye chamber-maids deplore, 
Unhappy Shock, yet more unhappy fair, 
Doom'd to ſurvive thy joy and only care! 
Thy wretched fingers now no more ſhall deck, 
And tye the fav'rite ribband round his neck; | 
No more thy hand ſhall ſmooth his gloſſy hair, 
And comb the wavings of his pendent ear, 
Yet ceaſe thy flowing grief, forſaken maid; 
All mortal pleaſures in a moment fade; 
Our ſureſt hope is in an hour deſtroy'd, 
And love, beſt gift of hedv'n, not long enjoy d. 
Methinks I fee her frantic with deſpair, 

Her ſtreaming eyes, wrung hands, and flowing hu 
Her Mechlen pinners rent the floor beſtrow, 
And her torn fan gives real ſigns of woe. 
Hence ſuperſtition, that tormenting gueſt, 

That haunts with fanſy'd fears the coward breaſt; 
No dread events upon this fate attend, 
Stream eyes no more, no more thy treſſes rend. 
Though certain omens oft? forewarn a ſtate, 
And dying lions ſhow the monarch's fate; 
Why ſhould ſuch fears bid Celia's ſorrow riſe? 
For when a lap-dog falls no lover dies. 

Ceaſe, Celia, ceaſe; reſtrain thy flowing tears, 

Some warmer paſſion will diſpel thy cares; 
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Inyou'Il find a more ſubſtantial bliſs, 

Ferateſul toying, and a ſweeter kiſs, 

r dead, oh lay him gently in the ground! 

J his tomb be by this verſe renown'd. 

Shock, the pride all his kind is laid; 

ofawn'd like man, but ne'er like man betray'd. 
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MtSCELLANIE S. 
TOA 


YOUNG L A DI 


With ſome LAM RE vs. 


ITH lovers *twas of old the faſhion 
By preſents to convey their paſſion : 
No matter what the gift they ſent, 
The lady ſaw that love was meant. 
Fair Atalanta, as a favour, 
Took the boar's head her hero gave her; 
Nor could the briſtly thing affront her, 
T was a fit preſent from a hunter. 
When ſquires ſend woodcocks to the dame, 
It ſerves to ſnow their abſent flame: 
Some by a ſnip of woven hair, 
In poſied lockets bribe the fair; 
How many mercenary matches, 
Have ſprung from di'mond-rings and watches} 
But hold a ring, a watch, a locket, 
Would drain at once a poet's pocket; 
He ſhould ſend ſongs that coſt him nought, 
Nor ev'n be prodigal of thought. 
Why then ſend lampreys? fy, for ſhame! 
Till ſet a virgin's blood on flame. 
This to fifteen a proper gift ! 
It might lend ſixty-five a lift. 
I know your maiden aunt will ſcold, 
And think my preſent ſomewhat bold. 
I ſee her lift her hands and eyes. 
* What eat it, niece; cat Spaniſh flies 


18. 


es! 
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Sicy's a moſt immodeſt diet: 


ll neither wake nor ſleep in quiet. 
I to-night eat ſago cream, 


would make me bluſh to tell my dream; 
at lobſter, tis ſo warming, 

it ev'ry man I ſee looks charming; 
krefore had not the filthy fellow 

{ Rocheſter upon your pillow ? 


ev and ſwear, I think the preſent 
{been as modeſt and as decent. 


Who has her virtue in her power ? 
day has its unguarded hour; 
hays in danger of undoing, 
Wrawn, a ſhrimp may prove our ruin! 
The ſhepherdeſs, who lives on ſallad, 
cool her youth, controuls her palate ; 
ould Dian's maids turn liqu'riſh livers, 
dof huge lampreys rob the rivers, 
en all beſide each glade and viſto 
d ſee nymphs lying like Caliſto. 
The man who meant to heat your blood, 
reds not himſelf ſuch vicious food—— — 
athis, I own, your aunt is clear, 
it you what I well might ſpare : 
hen I ſee you, (without joking) _ 
ir eyes, lips, breaſts are ſo provoking, 
& ſet my heart more cock-a-hoop, 


an could whole ſeas of cray-fiſh ſoupe. 
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PR OIL. OG 


DESIGNED FOR THE 
PAST ORAI TrxAGEDY oF DIONF 
HERE was a time (oh were thoſe days renenh 


T Ere tyrant laws had woman's will ſubdu din 
Then nature rul'd, and love devoid of art, hi 
Spoke the conſentin g language of the heart. 
Love uncontroul'd } inſipid poor delight! 
Tis the reſtraint that whets our appetite. 
Behold the beaſts who range the foreſts free, 
Behold the birds who fly from tree to tree; 
In their amours ſee nature's power appear! 
And do they love? yes one month in the year, 
Were theſe the pleaſures of the golden reign? 
And did free nature thus inſtru the ſwain? 
I envy not, ye nymphs, your am'rous bowers: 
Such harmleſs ſwains ! Pm ev'n content with ou 
But yet there's ſomething in theſe ſylvan ſcenes |} 
That tells our fancy what the lover means; 
Name but the moſſy bank, and moon-light grove, 
Is there a heart that does not beat with love? 
| To-night we treat you with ſuch country fate, 
Then for your lovers ſake our author ſpare. 
He draws no He-mskirk boors, or home bred clo! 
But the ſoit ſhepherds of Arcadia's downs, 
Whea Paris on the three his judgment paſs'd; 
I hope, you'll own the ſhepherd ſhow'd his taſte: 
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Sire, all know, was a good judge of beauty, 

ade the nymph Caliſto break her duty; 

Inas the country nymph no aukward thing, 

A ſtrange revolutions time can bring! 

hill methinks our author's fate I dread, 

t not ſafer beaten paths to tread 

 Þpedy; than o'er wide heaths to ſtray, 

ION rling ſtrange adventures loſe his way? 
mpet's clangor makes his heroine ſtart, 
ers the ſoldier from her bleeding heart; 

ys renenffoliſh bard ! nor pomp or ſhow regards. 

ſubdu unt the witneſs of a hundred guards | 

rt, pers ſigh their vows. if ſleep ſhould take ye, 

art, g no battle, no loud drum to wake ye. 

2 no ſuch ſhifts ? there's danger in't, tis true; 

- ure _ as he 9 you ſomething new. 
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SWEET WILLIAM 


FAREWELL TO 


BLACK-EY'D SUSAN 


1. . 
EL in the Downs the fleet was moor d, 
The ſtreamers waving in the wind, 
When black ey'd Suſan came on board, 
Oh! where ſhall I my true love find! 
Tell me, ye jovial failors, tell me true, 
If my ſweet William ſails among the crew. 
II. 
William, who high upon the yard, 
Rock'd with the billows to and fro, 
Soon as her well-known voice he heard, 
He ſigh'd and caſt his. eyes below: 
The cord ſlides ſwiftiy through his glowing handy 
And (quick as hghtning) on the deck he ſtands. F 
III. | 
So the ſweet lark, high-pois'd in air, 
Shuts cloſe his pinions to his breaſt, 
lf, chance, his mate's ſhrill call he ber) 
And drops at once into her neſt. bi 
The nobleſt captain in the Britiſh fleet, 
_ envy William's lip thoſe kiſſes ſorts? 5 


3 C 85 
IV. 
ſn, Suſan, lovely dear, 
Wy vows ſhall ever true remain; 
ue kiſs off that falling tear, 
Fe only part to meet again. 
as ye liſt, ye winds; my heart ſhall be 
44 hol | compaſs that ill points to thee, 
V. 
Ve not what the landmen ſay, 
Imo tempt with doubts thy conſtant mind: 
l tell thee, ſailors, when away, 
T. port a miſtreſs find. 
believe them when they tell thee ſo, 
Pu art preſent whereſoe'er Igo. 
"d;s VI. 
| ofar India's coaſt we ail, 


SA 


JI, fhy eyes are ſeen in di'monds bright, 
! y breath is Africk's ſpicy gale, 
I hy skin is ivory, ſo white. 
. ey ry beauteous object that I view, 
I in my ſoul ſome charms of lovely Sue, 
VII. | 


Fivogh battle call me from thy arms, 
Let not my pretty Suſan mourn ; 
Tough cannons roar, yet ſafe from harms, 
hand William ſhall to his dear return. 
ands, riorns aſide the balls that round me fly, 
precious tears ſhould drop from Salm s eye. 
VIII. 
he boatſwain gave the dreadful world] 
The fails their ſwelling boſom ſpread, 
o longer muſt ſhe Nay aboard: 
They kiſs'd, ſhe ſigh'd, he hung his heads 
ess ning boat, unwilling rows to land? 


a, ſhe cries ! and way'd her lily hand. 
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THE 
LADY's LAMENTATIOf 
A BALLAD. 


, 1. 
HYLL1DA, that lov'd to dream 
In the grove, or by the ſtream ; 
Sigh'd on velvet pillow. 
What, alas! ſhould fill her head 
But a fountain or a mead, 
Water and a willow ? 
LE, --* 
Love in cities never dwells, _ 
He delights in rural cells, | 
Which ſweet wood-bine covers. 
What are your Aſſemblies then? 
There, tis true, we ſee more men; 
But muchfe wer lovers. 
* 1 
Oh, how chang'd the proſpect grows! 
Flocks and herds to fops and beaus, 
Coxcombs without number! 
Moon and ſtars that ſhone ſo bright, 
To the torch and waxen light, 
And whole nights at Ombre. 


3. 


1 7 Or we lent to others. 
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| IV. 
tas it is, to hear 
tickling in our ear, 
rof our own mothers; 
Ichit-chat of the day, 
spay'd, when we're away, 


5 
the fav'rite Toaſt I reign; 


they ſay, that prompts the vain „ 


Whtens defamation, 
Tire *twixt ſpite and 2 
Jay grow handſomer, 
loſe my reputation? 
- VI. 
the fair to ſighs gave way, 
;pty purſe beſide her lay. 
mph, ah ceaſe thy ſorrow. 
h curſt fortune frown to-night; 
odious town can give delight 
ou win to- morrow. 


Rr I 
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DAMON AND cupII 


bo 
HE ſun was now withdrawn, 
The ſhepherds home were ſped; 

The moon wide o'er the lawn 

Her ſilver mantle ſpread ; 
When Damon ſtaid behind, 

And ſanter'd in the grove. 
Will ne'er a nymph be kind, 

And give me love for love ? 

II. 

Oh! thoſe were golden hours, 

When love devoid of cares, 
In all Arcadia's bow'rs 

Lodg'd ſwains and nymphs by pairs! 
But now from wood and plain 

Flies ev'ry ſprightly laſs, 
No joys for me remain, 

In ſhades, or on the graſs, 

. 
The winged boy draws near, 

And thus the ſwain reproves, 
While beauty revel'd here, 

My game lay in the groves; 


* 
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I never fail . 
| Batter round my arrows, | ; 

T 7 il as thick as hail; 
JU PI maidens love like ſparrows, 

| | . 
ſwain, if me you need, 
ght lay your ſheep- hook down; 
by your oaten reed, 
{haſte away to town, 
I'm known at court, 
ne ask where Cupid dwells ; 


Fadily reſort 
55 . n's or 1. II“'s. 
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DAPHNIS AND CHLoP" 
A SO NG. 


: 
Der x N18 ſtood penſive in the ſhade, 


With arms acroſs, and head reclin'd; 

Pale looks accus'd the cruel maid, 
And ſighs reliev'd his love- lick mind: 
His tuneful pipe all broken lay, 
Looks, ſighs, and actions ſeemed to ſay, 
My Chloe is unkind, 

I. 
Why ring the woods with warbling throats ? 
Yelarks, yelinnets, ceaſe your (trains ; 
I faintly hear in your ſweet notes, 
My Chloe's voice that wakes my pains: 
Yet why ſhould you your ſong forbear ? 
Jour mates delight your ſong to hear, 
But Chloe mine diſdains. 

III. 
As thus he melancholy ſtood, 
Dejected as the lonely dove, 
| Sweet ſounds broke gently through the wood. 
I feel the ſound : my heart-ſtrings move. 


MISCELLANIES. 

not the nightingale that ſung ; 
js my Chloe's ſweeter tongue, 
, hark, what ſays my love! 
boliſh is the nymph (ſhe cries) 
o trifles with her lover's pain! 
$ til] ſpeaks in woman's eyes, 
rartful lips were made to feigu. 

nis, Daphnis, *twas my pride, 
&n0t my heart thy love deny'd. 

me back, dear youth, again, 

. 

ther day my hand he ſeiz'd, 

blood with thrilling motion flew : 
kn put on looks diſpleas'd, | 
Id haſty from his hold withdrew, 
s fear alone, thou ſimple ſwain. 
Fhadſt thou preſt my hand again, 


Fj heart had yielded too! 
VI. 


true thy tuneful reed I blam'd, - 
What ſwell'd thy lip and roſy cheek ; 
Nu not thy skill in ſong defam'd, 
hat lip ſhould other pleaſures ſeek : 
cb, much thy mufic I approve 
break thy pipe, for more I love, 
luch more to hear thee ſpeak. 
VII. 
heart forebodes that I'm betray'd, 
Daphnis I fear is ever gone; 
night with Delia's dog he play'd, 
Love by ſuch trifles firſt comes on. 
I, now, dear ſhepherd, come away, 
tongue would now my heart obey. 


Ah, Chloe, thou art won! 
13 


1 — — I — — 
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The youth ſtep'd forth with haſty pace, 
And found where wiſhing Chloe lay; 
Shame ſudden lighten'd in her face, 
Confus'd, ſhe knew not what to ſay, 
At laſt in broken words, ſne cry'd; 
To- morrow you in vain had try'd, 
But I am loſt to- day! ; 


— 
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oN T EMPLAT ION 


16 


ern Rx amid the gloom of night I ſtray, 
Or my glad eyes enjoy revolving day, 
nture's various face informs my ſenſe, 
all-wiſe, all-pow'rful providence. - 
Nen the gay ſun firſt breaks the ſhades of night, 
I rikes the diſtant eaſtern hills with light, 
ur returns, the plains their liv'ry wear, 
a bright verdure clothes the ſmiling year; 
Fblooming flow'rs with opening beauties glow, 
Eorazing flocks their milky fleeces ſhow, 
barren cliffs with chalky fronts ariſe, 
[a pure azure arches o'er the skies. 
when the gloomy reign of night returns, 
t of her fading pride all nature mourns : 
trees no more their wonted verdure boaſt, 
weepin dewy tears their beauty loſt ; 
litant landskips draw our curious eyes, 
apt in night's robe the whole creation lies. 
lll, ev'n now, while darkneſs clothes the land, 
view the traces of th' almighty hand; 
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Millions of ſtars in heav'n's wide vault appe: 
And with new glories hang the boundleſs ſphe 
The ſilver moon her weſtern couch forſakes, 
And o'er the skies her nightly circle makes, 
Her ſolid globe beats back the ſunny rays, 
And to the world her borrow'd light repays, 
Whether thoſe ſtars that twinkling luſtre ſe 
Are ſuns, and rollingworlds thoſe ſuns attend 
Man may conjecture, and new ſchemes declare} 
Yet all his ſyſtems but conjectures are; 
But this we know, that heav'n's eternal King, | 
Who bid this univerſe from nothing ſpring, 
Can at his wo R bid num'rous worlds appear, 
And riſing worlds th* all-pow'rful WO Ro ſhall} 

When to the weſtern main the ſun deſcends, 
To other lands a riſing day he lends, 

The ſpreading dawn another ſhepherd ſpies, At 
The wakeful flocks from their warm folds ariſe, . 
Refreſh'd, the peaſant ſeeks his early toil, 
And bids the plow correct the fallow ſoil, 
While we in ſleep's embraces waſte the night, 
The climes oppos'd enjoy meridian light; 
And when thoſe lands the buſy ſun forſakes, 
With us again the roſy morning wakes; a1 
In lazy ſleep the night rolls ſwift away, i; | 
And neither clime laments his abſent ray. 

When the pure ſoul is from the body flown, 
No more ſhall night's alternate reign be known 
The ſun no more ſhall rolling light beſtow, 
But from th” Almighty ſtreams of glory flow. 
Oh, may ſome nobler thought my ſoul employ 
Than empty, tranſient, ſublunary joy! 
The ſtars ſhall drop, the ſun ſhall loſe his flame, 
But thou, O God, for ever ſhine the ſame, | 
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Pays, 
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s attend 
declare} 
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King, l 


=DERNITY. 


cends, 


es, Ahthe foundations of the world were laid, 
ariſe, It kindling light th' Almighty word obey'd, 
vert; and when the ſubterraneous flame 

uſt its priſon, and devour this frame, 

ngry heav'n when the keen lightning flies, 
fervent heat diſſolves the melting skies, 

till ſhalt be; ſtill, as thou wert before, 

no change, when time ſhall be no more. 
8-thought ! divine eternity ! 

imortal ſoul ſhares but a part of thee ; 

Pu wert preſent when our life began, 

the warm duſt ſhot up in breathing man. 


* 


lit, 


15 


The 


wn, 
own 


what is life? with ills incompaſs'd round, 
tour hopes, fate ſtrikes the ſudden wound: 

y the ſtateſman of new honour dreams, 

orrow death deſtroys his airy ſchemes; 

udy treaſure in thy cheſt confin'd ; 

all that treaſure thou mult leave behind; ; 


My. 
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Thy heir with ſmiles ſhall view thy blazon'd her 
And all thy hoards with laviſh hand diſperſe, 
Should certain fate th' impending blow delay, 
Thy mirth will ſicken, and thy bloom decay; 
Then feeble age will all thy nerves diſarm, 
No more thy blood its narrow channels warm. 
Who then would wiſh to ſtretch this narrow ſpan, | 
To ſuffer life beyond the date of man ? 

The virtuous ſoul purſues a nobler aim, 
And life regards but as a fleeting dream: 
She longs to wake, and wiſhes to get free, 
To launch from earth into eternity. 
For while the boundleſs theme extends our thoug 
Ten thouſand thouſand rolling years are nought, 
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Br. is a 2 and all things ſhow it, 
¶ thought ſo once; but now I know it. 
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ETORAL TRAGEDY. 


| ——SUNT NUMINA AMANTI, 
IT ET INJUSTA LEGE RELICTA V ENUS, 


Fr. II. K 


Tibull. Eleg. 5. Lib. 1. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONA 


* 


M E N. 


EVAND ER under the name of Lycip 


CLEANTHES, 


Shepherds. 


WOMEN. 


Droxt under the name of ALExXIS. 
PART HEN IA. 


LAauka. 


+ Os 


SCENE, ARCADIA. 


U 


NA 


JaCTI. SCENE 7, 


hin, at the foot of a ſteep craggy 


| mountain. 
CID - 
: DIONE. LAURA. 


* 


| bBAUKA. 

Y doſt thou fly me? ſtay, unhappy fair, 
Seck not theſe horrid caverns of deſpair. 
e thy ſteps the midnight air I bore, 

e brown deſart, and unſhelter'd moor: 
imes the lark has ſung his matin lay, 
e on dewy wing to meet the day, 
rt I found thee, ſtretch'd in penſive mood, 
laurels border Ladon's ſilver flood. 

Dioxx. 8 

ny ſoul with grateful thanks o'erflow ! 
bthy hand my daily life I owe. 
he weak lamb you rais'd me from the plain, 
aint to bear bleak winds and beating rain; 
lay I ſhare thy bowl A clean repaſt, 
Fright thy roof defends the chilly blaſt. 

in is all thy friendſhip, vain thy care: 

awretch abandon'd to deſpair. 

LAURA. | 
ur will fly thee, when thou ſhalt impart 


atal ſecret that torments thy heart; 
K 2 


IS, 


* 


— 


That yet is purple with the ſavage wound. 


3 D 1 © N E. 
Diſcloſe thy ſorrows to my faithful ear, 
Inſtruct thoſe eyes to give thee tear for tear. 
Love, love's the cauſe; our foreſts ſpeak thy flam 
The rocks have learn'd to ſigh Evander's ci 
If falt'ring ſhame thy baſhful tongue reſtrain, _ 
If thou haſt look'd, and bluſh'd, and ſigb'd in vai 
Say, in what grove thy lovely ſhepherd irays, 
Tell me what mountains warble with his lays; 


Thither I'll ſpeed me, and with moving art 
Draw ſoft confeſſions from his melting heart, 


DIONE. 
Thy gen'rous care has touch'd my ſecret woe, 
Love bids theſe ſcalding tears inceſſant flow, 
IIl-fated love! O, ſay, ye ſylvan maids, 
Who range wide foreſts and ſequeſter'd ſhatles, 
Say where Evander bled, point out the ground 


Yonder he lies; I hear the bird of prey; 
High o'er thoſe cliffs the raven wings his way; 
Hark how he croaks ! he ſcents the murder near. 
O may no greedy beak his viſage tear! 7 
Shield him, ye Cupids; ſtrip the Paphian grove, F 
And ſtrow unfading myrtle o'er my love 
Down, heaving heart. | 
unk. | a 
- [Ihe nournful tale diſcloſe 
| DIO NE | | 
Let not my tears intrude on thy repoſe, 
Yet if thy friendſhip {till the cauſe requeſt; 
I'll ſpeak ; though ſorrow rend my . 
Know then, fair ſhepherdeſs; no honeſt 2 | 
Tavght me the duties of the peaceful plain; 
Unus'd to ſweet content, no flocks I keep, ' 
Nor browzing goats that overhang the ſteep. 


| —=— 2” 415 
IJ. ere Orchomenos proud turrets ſhine, 

A my birth from long illuſtrious line, 

y flame Nas I train'd amidſt Arcadia's court? 

lame, Never revels in that gay reſort. 

n, Hicer Evander paſt, my ſmitten heart 

d frequent ſighs, and felt unuſual ſmart. 

'hadſt thou ſeen with what ſweet grace he mov'd! 


in vai 


$ 

ch:  Hiby thit wiſh ? ſor Laura then had lov d. 

91 GE LAURA. 

rt. Hiſt me not; thy ſecret wrongs impart. 
DIONE. 

ze, Hive the ſallies of a breaking heart. 


nder's ſighs his mutual flame confeſt, 

growing paſſion labour'd in his breaſt ;; 

re he came; my heart with rapture ſprung, 

e the bluſhes, when his falt'ring tongue 

Haid, 1 love. my eyes conſent reveal, 

Tish vows our faithful paſſion ſeal. 

tere's now the lovely youth? he's loſt, he's ſlain, 

[the pale corſe lies breathleſs on the plain | ! 
LAURA. | 

thus the hopes of conſtant lovers paid? 

s —ye powers, from love defend the maid! 

8 DIONE, 

have twelve mornings warm'd the purple eaſt, 

Hoſe ce my dear hunter rouz'd the tusky beaſt; 

It few the foaming monſter thro' the wood, 

It as the wind, his eager ſteps purſu'd : 

Nas then the ſavage turn'd ; then fell the youth, 

(his dear blood diſtain'd the bard'rous tooth. 
LAURA. 

Lee none near? no ready 1 found? 

healing herb to ſtanch the ſpouting wound? 
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pPio NE. 
In vain e pathleſs wood the bunters __ 
And ſought with anxious eye their maſter loſt; 
In vain their frequent hollows echo'd ſhrill, 
And his lov'd name was ſent from hill to hill; 
Evander hears you not. he's loſt, he's ſlain, va 
And the pale corle lies breathleſs on the plain, 
| LAURA. ta 
Has yet no la (who, wandring from the way, 
Beats ev'ry buſh to raiſe the lamb aſtray) 
Obſery'd the fatal ſpot ? 
| DIONE. 
O, if ye paſs 
Where purple 4 dies the wither d graſs, 
With pious finger gently cloſe his eyes, | 
Andlet his grave with decent verdure riſe. - [We 
aun a.. 
Behold the turtle who has loſt her mate: | 
Awhile with drooping wing ſhe mourns his fate, 
Sullen, awhile ſhe ſeeks the darkeſt grove, 
And cooing meditates the murder'd dove; 
But time the rueful image wears away, | 
Again ſhe's chear'd, again ſhe ſeeks the day, 
Spare then thy beauty, and no longer 1 
„ Den. 

Vet ſure ſome turtle's love has equall'd mine, 
Who, when the hawk has ſnatch'd her mate away, 
Hath never known the glad return of day. 

When my fond father ſaw my faded eye, 
And on my livid cheek the roſes dye 
When catching ſighs my waſted boſom mov'd, 
My looks, my ſighs confirm'd him that I loyd. 
He knew not that Evander was my flame,  ' *'F 
Evander dead! my paſſion {till the ſame ! 


» 
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ne, he threatned ; with paternal ſway 

croſt, uhes nam'd, and fix d the nuptial day: 

oſt; Fel kindneſs ! too ſeverely preſt! 


# mhis honours, and his wealth deteſt, 
; LAURA. 
„ uin is force! love ne'er can be compell d. 


- 90 DIONE, | 
Pioch bound by duty, yet my heart rebell'd. 
way, night, when ſleep had huſh'd all buſy ſpies, 
Icke pale moon had journey'd half the skies; 
y L roſe and dreſt; with ſilent tread, 
-Sir'd the gates; and to theſe mountains fled, 
let me-ſooth the melancholy hours | 
Fee woods, wi thin your twilight bow' rs! 
fy calm ſoul may ſettled ſorrow know, 
no Cleanthes interrupt my woe 
[Melancholy muſic is heard at a diſtance. 
himportuning love——On yonder plain 
ances ſlow a melancholy train; 
ikcypreſs boughs their drooping heads adorn. 
LAURA. 
| 33 to his grave is born. 
old the victim of Parthenia's pride! 
aw, he ſigh'd, he lov'd, was ſcorn'd and dy'd. 
a. DIONE, 
Ire dwells this beautcous tyrant of the plains ? 
way, lere * I ſee her? | 
LAURA, 
Ask the ſighing ſwains, 
5 beſt can ſpeak the conqueſts of her eyes, 
vever ſees her, loves; who loves her, dies. 
o 464 DIONE. 
Pups untimely fate her flame hath kl, 
$ ſhe, like me, hath her Evander loſt. 
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116 ppb . 
How my ſoul pities her! 
LAURA. 


wk If pity move 
Your generous boſom, pity thoſe who love, 
There late arriv'd among our ſylvan race 
A ſtranger ſhepherd, who with lonely pace 
Viſits thoſe mountain pines at dawn of day, 
Where oſt' Parthenia takes her early way 
To rouze the chaſe; mad with his am'rous pain, {hv 
He itops and raves; then ſullen walks again. 
Parthenia's name is born by paſſing pales, 
And talking hills repeat it to the dales. 
Come, let us from this vale of ſorrow go, 
Nor ket the mournful ſcene prolong thy woe, 
[Exe 


*$TENE H. 


Shepherds and ſhepherdeſſes, (crown'd with garlan 
of cypreſs and yew) bearing the body of Menalcay” 


TI SHEPHERD. 
Here gently reſt the corſe with faltring breath 
Thus ſpake Menalcas on the verge of death. 
© Belov'd Palemon, hear a dying friend; | 
© See, where yon hills with craggy brows aſcend, 
© Low in the valley where the mountain grows, 
© There firlt I ſaw her, there began my woes. 


* This and the following ſcene are form'd upon the ue 
of Marcella in Don Quixote, | 
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n Lam cold, may there this clay be laid; 
| re often ſtrays the dear the cruel maid, 
ve re as ſhe walks, perhaps you'll hear her ſay, 
e. hile a kind guſhing tear ſhall force its way) 
could my ſtubborn heart relentleſs prove? 
poor Menalcas- all thy fault was love! 
Y, 2 SHEPHERD, 
n pitying lions o'er a carcaſe groan, 
pain; ¶ hungry tygers bleeding kids bemoan ; 
5 en the lean wolf laments the mangled ſheep; K 
Ti ſhall Par thenia o'er Menalcas weep. 
I SHEPHERD, © 
n famiſh'd panthers ſeek their morning food, 
monſters roar along the deſart wood; | 
reifen hiſſing vipers ruſtle through the brake, 
Fi the path- way rears the ſpeckled ſnake; 
vary ſwain th' approaching peril ſpies, 
I chrough ſome diſtant road ſecurely flies. 
chen, ye ſwains, from beauty's ſurer wound; 
was the fate our poor Menalcas found! 
2 SHEPHERD. * 
at ſhepherd does not mourn Menalcas ſlain? 
by a barbarous woman's proud difdain ! 
oe er attempts to bend her ſcornful mind, 
s to the deſarts, and purſues the wind. 
I SHEPHERD. 
Ich ev'ry grace Menalcas was endow'd, 
r merits dazled all the [ylvan croud, 
ou would know his pipe's melodious ſound, 
Mall the echoes of thoſe hills around, 
they have learn'd his ſtrains; who ſhall 2 | 
e ſtrength, the cadence of his tuneful verſe ? 
nan read thoſe lofty poplars ; there you'll find 
me tender ſonnet grow on ev'ry rind. 


e. 
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| 2 SHEPHERD, 
Yet what avails his skill? Parthenia flies, 
Can merit hope ſucceſs in woman's eyes? 
I SHEPHERD, 
Why was Parthenia form'd of ſofteſt mold ? - - 
Why does her heart ſuch ſavage nature hold ? 
O ye kind gods! or all her charms efface, 
Or tame her heart ſo ſpare the ſhepherd race. 
2 SHEPHERD, 
As fade the flowers which on the grave I caſt; | 
* So may Parthenia” s tranſient beauty waſte! ſhi 
I SHEPHERD, | 
What woman ever counts the fleeting years, | 
Or ſees the wrinkle which her forehead wears? 
Thinking her feature never ſhall decay, "0 
This ſwain ſhe ſcorns, from that ſhe turns away. 
But know, as when the roſe her bud unfolds, 
Awhile each breaſt the ſhort-liv'd fragrance holds: 
When the dry ſtalk lets drop her ſhrivell'd pride, 
The lovely ruin's ever thrown aſide. h 
So ſhall Parthenia be. 
| 2 SHEPHERD. 
— eie, ſhe appears, 
To boa her ſpoils, and triumph in our tears. 


SCENE III. 


Parthenia appears from the mountain. 


Jin THENIA. SHEPHERDS. 


"race -  - 8 
I SHEPHERD, 

ty i 2 [this way doſt thou turn thy baneful eyes, 
\ icons baſilisk'? 10! there he lies, 

re lies the youth thy curſed beauty flew 

Fi thy preſence, how he bleeds anew! 


i down, enjoy thy murder. 

uy 5 PARTHENTA. ; 
way, Spare my fame; 
ne to clear a virgin's injur'd name. 
olds; Fn a baſilisk, the danger fly, 

ride, Th the ſwift olances of my venom'd eye: 


namurd'rer, why approach ye near, 
to the dagger lay your boſom bare? 
1 SHEPHERD, 

at heart is proof againſt that face divine! ? 
e is not in our power. ; 

_ PARTHENIA, bs 
Is love in mine? 
fer T rifled 1 with a ſhepherd's pain, 
wth falſe hope his paſſion ſtrove to gain; 
en might you juſtly curſe my ſavage mind, 


en might you rank me with the ſerpent kind: 


Incer trifled with a ſhepherds pain, 


twith falſe hopes his paſſion ſtrove. to gain; ; 


Noto his raſh purſuit he owes his fate, 
Ius not cruel; he was obſtinate. 
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I SHEPHERD. 

Hear this, ye ſighing ſhepherds, and deſpair, 

Unhappy Lycidas, thy hour is near! 

Since the ſame barb'rous hand hath ſigned thy doo 

We'll lay thee in our lov'd Menalcas' tomb. 

PARTHEN1TA, 

Why will intruding man my peace deſtroy ? 

Let me content, and ſolitude enjoy ; 

Free was I born, my freedom to maintain, 

Early I ſought the unambitious plain. 

Moſt women's weak reſolves like reeds will 1 01 
Shake with each breath, and bend with ev'ry ſigb; b 
Mine, like an oak, whoſe frm taots deep deſcend 
No breath of love can ſhake, no ſigh can bend. 

If ye unhappy Lycidas would fave ; 
Go ſeek him, lead him to Menalcas' grave; 
Forbid his eyes with flowing grief to rain, 
Like him Menalcas wept, but wept in vain; 
Bid him his heart- -conſuming groans give o'er; 
Tell him, I heard ſuch piercing groans before, 
And heard unmov'd. O Lycidas, be wiſe, 
Prevent thy fate. lo! there Menalcas lies, 

I SHEPHERD. 
Now all the melancholy rites are paid, 
And o'er his grave the weeping marble laid; 
Let's ſeek our charge ; the flocks diſperſing wilt 
Whiten with moving fleece the mountain's fide. || 
Truſt not, ye ſwains, the lightning of her eye, 
Leſt ye, like him, ſhould love, deſpair, and dye. 


1 


Exeunt Shepherds, &c. Parthenia remains Al all 
lancholy poſture looking on the grave of Mena 


} Enter Lycidas. 
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b | 
S CEN E V. 

LYCIDAS. PARTHE NIA. 

LYCIDAS» | 
n. hall my ſteps have reſt ? through all the wood, 
by the winding banks of Ladon's flood = 

bt my love. O fay, ye skipping fawns, 
ply, o range entangled ſhades and daiſy d lawns) 
ſighs I have ſeen her! ſay ye warbling race, 


eſcend o meaſure on ſwift wing th' aerial ſpace, 
d. New below hills, dales, and diſtant ſhores) 
re ſhall I find her whom my ſoul adores! 


SCENE v. 


Tr; 
e, CID AS. PARTHENIA: DIONE. 
LAURA. 
s. [Dione and Laura at a diſtance. 
LYCIDAS. 


Fit do I ſee? no. fancy mocks my eyes, 

(bids the dear deluding viſion riſe. 

Js he. my ſpringing heart her preſence feels. 

e, broſtrate Lycidas before thee kneels, 

ye. [Kneelin g to Parthenia, 

"Wy will Parthenia turn her face away? 

PARTHENIA, 

do calls Parthenia? hah! | 

[She ſtarts from het melancholy; and ſeein 

| Lycidas, flies into the wood. 7 
Vor. II. * 
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| | | LYCIDAS, 
—— Stay, virgin, ſta, 
O wing my feet, kind loves. fee, ſee, ſhe bounds, 
Fleet as the mountain roe, when preſt by hounds, 
{He purſues her, Dione faints in the arms of laut 
LAURA. | 
What means this trembling ? all her colour flies, 
And life is quite unſtrung. ah! lift thy eyes, 
And anſwer me; ſpeak, ſpeak, tis Laura calls. 
Speech has forſook her lips. ———Sh faints, ſhe falls, 
Fan her, ye Zephyrs, with your balniy breath, 
And bring her quickly from the ſhades of death: 
Blow, ye cool gales. ſee, ſee, the foreſt ſhakes 
With coming winds!ſhe breathes, ſue moves, ſhewakej 
DIONE, 


Ah falſe Evander ! 
Fc AURA. 
| — — Calm thy ſobbing bre: 
Say, aki new 6c as thy heart oppreſt. 
DIONE. 
Didi thou not hear his ſighs and ſuppliant * 
Didſt thou not hear the pitying mountain grone? 
Didſt thou not ſee him bend his ſuppliant knee ? 
Thus in my happy days he knelt to me, 
And pour'd forth all his ſoul! ſee how he ſtrains, 
And leſſens to the light o'er yonder Plains 
Lo keep the fair in view! run, virgin, run, 
Hear not his vows; I heard, and was undone: 
LAURA. 
Let not ima ginary terrors fright. 
Some dark delulion ſwims before thy ſight. 
I ſaw Parthenia from the mountain's brow, 
And Lycidas with proſtrate duty bow ; 


wake 


let my friendly counſel bring relief | 


Nie ingratitude! 
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185 on folcon's wing, I ſaw her fly, 
{heard the cavern to his groans reply. 
jr ſtream thy tears for ſorrows not thy own? 
DIONE, 
where are honour, faith, and Juſtice flown ? 
ur'd Evander ! 

LAURA. 
— —ę— Death has laid him low. 
ach not the monrnful ſtring that wakes thy woe: 
r  DIONE, 
u am'rous ſwain, whom Lycidas you name, 
hoſe faithleſs boſom feels another flame) 
y once kind Evander——yes——'twas he, 
Ives, —but lives, alas! no more for me. 
LAURA. 
not thy frantie words confeſs deſpair. 
dDI ONEY \ 
ut, know I not his voice, R. nien, his air? 
I that treach'rous voice M. 4j joy believ'd, 
it voice, that mien, that air my ſoul deceie'd, 
y dear ſhepherd love the lawns and glades, 
b him PI] range the lawns and ſeek the ſhades, 
th him through ſolitary deſarts rove. 
could he leave me for another love? 
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LAURA. 


-Suſpend thy grief, 


10 de ſponding ſoul. Parthenia's ear 
'd for ever to the lover's prayer; 
der courts diſdain, he follows ſcorn, 
lin the paſſing winds his vows are born, 
a will he find that all in vain he ſtrove 
ume her boſom; then his former love 
L 2 


* 


124 Dp 10 N 1. 
Shall wake his ſoul, then will he ſighing blame 
His heart ;nconſiant, and his perjur'd flame: 
Then ſhall he at Dione's feet implore, 
Lament his broken faith, and change no more, 
DIONE, 
Perhaps this crue] nymph well knows to feign 
Forbidding ſpeech, coy looks, and cold diſdain, 
To raiſe his paſſion. ſuch are female arts, 
To hold in ſafer ſnares inconſtant hearts! 
LAURA. 
Parthenia's breaſt is ſteel'd with real than 
DIONE. 
And doſt thou think Eyander will return ? 
| LAURA, 
Forgo thy ſex, lay all thy robes aſide, 
Strip off theſe ornaments of female pride; 
The ſhepherd's veſt muſt hide thy graceful air, 
With the bold manly ſtep a ſwain appear; 
Then with Evander may'ſt thou rove unknown, 
Then let thy tender eloquence be ſhown; 
Then the new fury of his heart controul, 
And with Dione's ſufferings touch his ſoul. 
| DIONE, 
Sweet as refreſhing dews, or ſummer ſhowers 
To the long parching thirſt of drooping flowers; 
Grateful as fanning gales to fainting ſwains, 
And ſoft as trickling balm to bleeding pains, 
Suoh are thy words. the ſex ſhall be refign'd, 
No more ſhall breaded gold theſe treſſes bind; 


The ſhepherd's garb the woman ſhall diſguiſe, | 


If he has loſt all love, may friendſhip's tyes 
Unite me to his heart! 
LAURA. 


— Go, proſp'rous maid, 


May ſmiling love thy faithful wiſhes aid, 


Ur, 


DION E. 
jw Alexis call'd. with thee 1'll rove, 


Hatch thy wand'rer thro' the mazy prove; 


ne be honour'd with a ſiſter's name; 


Idee, I feel a more than ſiſter's flame. 


- "DONE. 

ups my ſhepherd has outſtript her haſte, 

mk'ſt thou, when out of ſight, ſhe flew ſo faſt ? 
ſudden glance might turn her ſavage mind; 


Ie like Daphne fly, nor look behind, 


ntain her ſcorn, his eager flame deſpiſe, 
rriew Evander with Dione's eyes! 
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ACT IL SCENE I. 


1 
Luyeidas lying on the grave of Menalcas, 

| LYCIDAS. 1 

HE N ſhall theſe ſcalding fountains cealelh; 

, flow? _ 05 
: How long will life ſuſtain this load of woe? 

4 Why glows the morn ? roll back, thou ſource of gh 

And feed my ſorrows with eternal night. 10 

Come, ſable death! give, give the welcome ſtroke; 1 

'The raven calls thee from yon blaſted oak. Ir 


What pious care my ghaſtful lid ſhall cloſe? 
What decent hand my frozen limbs compoſe? Wi 


O happy ſhepherd, free from anxious pains, r 
Who now art wandring in the ſighing plains Wh 
Of bleſt Elyſium; where in myrtle groves l 
Enamour'd ghoſts bemoan their former loves. f. 
Open, thou ſilent grave; for lo! I come If 


To meet Menalcas in the fragrant gloom 
There ſhall my boſom burn with friendſhip's flame, n 
The ſame our paſſion, and our fate the ſame; U 
There, like two nightingales on neighb'ring boug' 
Alternate ſtrains ſhall mourn our fruſtrate vows. If 
But if cold death ſhould cloſe Parthenia's eye, \ 
And ſhould her beauteous form come gliding by; F' 
Friendſhip would ſoon in jealous fear be loſt, 
( 


And kindling hate purſue thy rival ghoſt. 
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Trip AS. DIONE in a ſhepherd's habit. 
27 3 | LYCIDAS., 2.434 A93393W Bf 
bh! who comes here? turn hence, be timely wiſe; 
ſt not thy ſafety to Parthenia's A 
from the bearing faulcon flies the dove, 
„„ wing'd with fear, Parthenia flies from love. 

r not eee | 
{in theſe vales the fatal beauty ſtray, 
om the cold marble riſe; let's haſte away, 
troke; yy lic you panting, like the ſmitten deer? 
Truſt got the dangers which you bid me ſear. 

5 e SEE -:+ 5 
ld the lur'd lark, whom tangling nets ſurpriſe, 
in ſoaring pinion rove the ſpacious skies 5 -  :/ 
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id the cag d linnet range the leafy grove; 
ſchen bid my captive heart get looſe from love. | 
The ſnares of death are oer me. hence; beware. | 
elt you ſhould ſee her, and like me deſpair. 4 
1 Dio NE. | 5 

Jo. let her come; and ſeek this vale's receſ, | 
hall the beauteous negligence of dreſs; N 
Though Cupid ſend a ſhaft in ev'ry glance, 

Though all the graces in her ſtep advance, 
y heart can ſtand it all. be firm, my breaſt; 
by; Arb enſnaring oath, the broken vow deteſt: ij 
That flame, which other charms have pow to move, 
give it not the ſacred name of loye! © 
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And the fame hand that gave, now heals the wound} 


Such are the pangs I feel! 


What comfort can a wretch, like me, beſtow ? * 


128 5 5 10 N E. 
'Tis perjury, fraud, and meditated lies. 
Love's ſeated in the ſoul, and never dies. e 


What then avail her charms? my conſtant heart 


Shall gaze ſecure, and mock a ſecond dart. 
LYCIDAS. 
But you perhaps a happier fate bave found, 


Or art thou left abandon'd and forlorn, 

A wretch, » he me, the ſport of pride and ſcorn? 
DIONE. | 

0 tell me, ſhepherd, hath thy faithleſs maid 

Falſe to her vow thy flatter'd hope betray'd? 

Did her ſmooth ſpeech engage thee to believe ? 

Did ſhe proteſt and ſwear, and then deceive : 


| LYCIDAS, 
- —— The haughty fair 
Contemns my ſuff rings, and diſdains to hear, 
Let meaner beauties learn'd in female ſnares 
Entice the ſwain with half-conſenting airs; 
Such vulgar arts ne'er aid her conqu'ring eyes, 
And yet, where cer ſhe turns, a lover ſighs. 
Vain is the ſteady conſtancy you boaſt; 
All other love at ſight of her is loſt. 

DIONE. 
True conſtancy no time, no power can move. 
He that hath known to change, ne'er knew to love. 
Though the dear anthor of my hapleſs flame 
Purſue another ; ſtill my heart's the ſame. 
Am I for ever left? (excuſe theſe tears) 
May your kind friendſhip ſoften all my cares? 
LYCIDAS. 


DI1IONE 


DIONE, 


n can pity who hath ſelt the woe. 
heart |  LYCIDAS, 9 
diff rent objects have our ſouls poſſeſt, 
rival fears our friendſhip ſhall moleſt. 
DIONE. 

ne let us leave the ſhade of theſe brown hills, 
{drive our flocks beſide the ſteaming rills, 
uld the fair tyrant to theſe vales return, 
would thy breaſt with double fury burn! 

Pence, and ſeek ay peace. 


wound 


rn ? 


SCENE III. 
LYCIDAS.. DIONE. LAURA. 


LAURA. 
—— Ply, fly this place; * 4 K 
are of love; the proudeſt of her race 
| us way approaches: from among the pines, 
cre from the ſteep the winding Fo 1 
ay the nymph deſcend. 11 75 
LYCIDAS, | 
— She comes, ſhe comes; 
om her the paſſing Zephyrs ſteal perfumes, 
from the vi'let's bank; with odours ſweet 
rathes ev'ry gale; ſpring blooms beneath her feet. 
is, tis my faireſt; here ſhe's wont to rove. 
Yes LAURA. 
9, ky, by what Ggns1 might have known thy love 2 


e. 


The riſin g bf uſhes, which her cheek o 'er-ſpread,; 


Wiſh to behold the tyrant of the plain, 
Let us behind theſe myrtles twining arms 
Retire unſeen; from thence ſurvey her charms, 


Stop, liſten, run; of ev'ry wind afraid. 


$ a |  _D10N Þ 
LYCIDAS. 

My love is fairer than the ſnowy breaſt 

Of the tall ſwan, whoſe proudly-ſwelling cheſt 

Divides the wave; her treſſes looſe behind, 

Play on her neck, ad wanton in the wind 


Are op'ning roſes in thelily's bed. 
Know'ſt thou Parthenia ? 


LAURA. 

— Wretched is the "Oh 
Who 80 ſuch pride ! behold Menalcas' grave!. Wm 
Yet if Alexis and this ſighing ſwain L 


Wild as the chaunting thruſh upon the ſpray, 
At man's approach ſhe ſwiftly flies away. 
Like the ypung hare, I've ſeen the panting maid} 


LYCIDAS, 
' And wilt thou never from thy vows depart ? ? 


Shepherd, beware——now fortify thy heart. 
[To Dion) 


+ CLyeidas, Dione, and Laura retire behind 
boaughs, 


1 


eſt 


SCENE IV. 


*d, THE NIA. LYCIDAS, DIONE, 
= LAURA. 


we PAR THENIA, 

rave!. Inelancholy ſcene demands a grone. 
what inſcription marks the weeping ſtone ? 
'r of beauty! here Menalcas lies. 
r not, ye ſhepherds, on Parthenia's eyes.” 

ns, did heav'n form me with ſuch poliſh'd care? 
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7 caſt my featui es in amold ſo fair ? - | 
ming beauty was a bleſſing meant, 
ai are my ſighing hours deny'd content? 


downy peach, that glows with ſunny dyes, 
Ice black ſnail, and lures voracious flies; | 
juicy pear invites the feather'd kind, 
Wpecking finches ſcoop the golden rind; 
kauty ſuffers more pernicious wrongs, 

td by envy, and cenſorious tongues. 

W happy lives the nymph, whoſe comely face 
[pleaſing glances boaſt ſufficient grace 

ound the ſwain ſhe loves! no jealous fears 

| vex her nuptial-ſtate with nightly tears, 1 
am'rous youths, to puſh their foul pretence, | | 

ll her days with dull impertinence. _ 
why talk 1 of love? my guarded heart J 
os his pow'r, and turns aſide the dart. li} 
«! from his hollow tomb Menalcas cries, 
de not, ye ſhepherds, on Parthenia's eyes.“, 
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132 D 1 oM x. 
Come, Lycidas, the mournful lay peruſe, - 
Leſt thou, like him, Parthenia's eyes accuſe, 
[She ſtands in a melancholy poſture looking 
the tomb. 


| LYCIDAS, 
Call'd ſhe not Lycidas AI come, my fair; 
See pen'rons pity melts into a tear, 
And her heart ſoftens. now's the tender hour, 
Aſſiſt me, love, exert thy ſoy” reign power 
To tame the ſcornful maid. 
| DIO NE. 
— DENCE, nl : 
*Tis not from thee or him, from love ſhe flies, 
Leave her, forget ger.. {They hold Lycdi 
8 LAURA. 
—— hy this furious haſte? 
LYCIDAS. O 6 


Vnhand me; looſe me. 
| DIONE, 9 
Siſter, hold him faſt, 1 
T 0 follow her, is, to prolong dcipair. = | 
Shepherd, you mult not go, 
„ 7 HYOIOAE. 
> —Bold n forbear. 
Hear me, Parthenia. | 
PARTHENIA, 


— "From davindche hk 
— a voice ſome liſt'ning ſpy betray d. 
Yes, I'm obſerv'd. 
; [She runs 
LYCIDAS. 


— — nymph; thy light ſuſpends | 
She hears me not—when will my ſorrows end] 


D 1 0 N E. = 133 
? er · ſpent with toil, my heaving breaſt 
iſe, quick, tis death alone can give me reſt, 


looking te remains in a fixt melancholy. 
SEN 
Out, 
LYCIDAS. DIONE. LAURA. 
os LAURA. 
ICS, 


Id Lycidl! thy ſcatter'd ſenſe, bid reaſon wake, 
Pe thy paſſion, 
LYCIDAS. 
| hall I never ſpeak? 
gone, ſhe's gone. kind ſhepherd, let me reſt 
troubled head upon thy friendly breaſt. 
foreſt ſeems to move, O curſed ſtate! 
om'd to love, and ſhe condemn'd to hate! 
Ame, Alexis, art thou ſtill the ſame ? 
(not her brighter eyes put out the flame 
thy firſt love? did not thy flutt'ring heart, 
tene'er ſhe rais'd her look, confeſs the dart? 
| DIONE, 
wn the nymph is faireſt of her race, 
tlunmov'd can on this beauty gaze, 
 Fiudful of former promiſe; all that's dear, 
uns d thoughts, my dreams; my ev'ry wiſh is there. 
ice then our hopes are loſt; let friendſhip's tye 
im our diſtreſs, and ſlighted love ſupply; 
tus together drive our fleecy ſtore, 


nd of ungrateful woman think no more. 
Vor. II. N M 


d. 


He 
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| LYCIDAS. 
*Tis death alone can raze her from my breaſt, 
LAURA. | 


Why ſhines thy love fo far above the reſt ? 
Nature, tis true, in ev'ry outward grace, 
Her niceſt hand employ'd; her lovely face 
With beauteons feature ſtampt; with-roſy dyes 
Warm'd her fair cheek; with lightning arm'd her 
But if thou ſearch the ſecrets of her mind, 
Where ſhall thy cheated ſoul a virtue-find? 
Sure hell with cruelty her breaſt ſupply'd. 
How did ſhe glory when Menalcas dy'd ! 
Pride in her boſom reigns ; ſhe's falſe, ſhe's vain; 
She firſt entices, then inſults the ſwain ; 
Shall female cunning lead thy heart aſtray ? 
Shepherd, be free; and ſcorn for ſcorn repay. 

5 LYCIDAS. 
How woman talks of woman ! 
| DIONE. 

| | \ Hence depart; 
Let a long abſence cure thy love· ſick heart. 
To ſome far grove retire, her ſight diſclaim, 
Nor with her charms awake the dying flame. 
Let not an hour thy happy flight ſuſpend; 
But go not, Lycidas, without thy friend. 
Together let us ſeek the cheerful plains, 
And lead the dance among the ſportive ſwains, 
Devoid of care. 


LAURA. 
_ Or elſe the groves diſdain, 
| Nor with the ſylvan walk indulge thy pain. 
Haſte to the town; there (L have oft” been told) 
The courtly nymph her treſſes binds with gold, 


ns, 


Ni n EE 21357 
ptivate the youths; the youths appear 
garray ; in ringlets waves their hair 
yith ambroſial ſcents, the fair to move, 
Jil the buſineſs of the day is love. 
x from the gaw dy train ſelect a dame, 
willing glance ſhall catch an equal flame. 
. | 
enot the court. the thought my ſoul confounds, 
with Dione's wrongs my boſom wounds. 
n juſtly vindicates the faithful maid ;: 
| now are all my broken vows repaid. 
ups ſhe now laments my fancy'd death 
htears unfeign'd ; and thinks my gaſping breath 
d forth her name. O guilt, no more upbraid ! 
I fond innocence and truth betray d. [ Aſide. 
| [Dione and Laura apart. 
DIONE, | 
ul how reflection wakes his conſcious heart. 
mn my pale lids the trickling forrows ſtart ; 
i ſhall-my. breaſt the ſwelling ſighs confine ! 


LAURA. 


Tooth thy brow, conceal our juſt deſign: 


het a while unknown. if grief ariſe, 

force a paſſage through thy guſhing eyes, 

Fly retire, thy ſorrows to compoſe; 

vith a look ſerene diſguiſe thy woes, 

[Dione is going out. Laura walks at a diſtance, 

5 LYCIDAS.. | 

alt thou, Alexis, leave me thus diſtreſt ? 

lere's now the boaſted friendſhip of thy breaſt ? 

it thou not oft? ſurvey'd the dappled deer 

bcial herds o'er-ſpread the paſtures fair, 

ten op'ning hounds the warmer ſcent purſue, 


A force the deſtin'd victim from the crew, 


Mxz- 


Oft' he returns, and ſain would join the band, 
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While all their horns the panting wretch withſtand 


Such is thy friendſhip ; thus might I confide, 


DIONE. i 
Why wilt thou cenſure what thou nee'r . haſt try " 1 


Sooner ſhall ſwallows leave their callow brood, 


Who with their plaintive chirpings cry for food; 
Sooner ſhall hens expoſe their infant care, 
When the ſpread kite ſails wheeling in the air, 
Than I forſake thee when by danger preſt ; 
mou not by jealous fears a faithful breaſt, 
LYCIDAS. | 
Tf thy fair-ſpoken tongue thy boſom few; 
There let the ſecrets of my ſoul repoſe. 
DIONE. 
Far be ſuſpicion ; in my truth conſide, 
O let my heart thy load of cares divide! | 
LYCIDAS. | 
Know then, Alexis, that in vain I ſtrove | 
To break her chain, and free my ſoul from love; 
On the lim'd twig thus finches beat their wings, . 
Still more entangled in the clammy ftrings. b 
The ſlow-pac'd days have witneſs'd my deſpair, . 
Upon my weary couch ſits wakeful care; | 
Down my fluſh'd cheek the flowing ſorrows run, , 
As dews deſcend to weep the abſent ſun. . 
O loſt Parthenia ! | 
DIONE, 
— Theſe wild thoughts ſuſpend; . 
And in thy kind commands inſtruct thy friend. 1 
LYCIDAS, i 
Whene'er my faltring tongue would urge my cauſe, 1 


Deaf is ber ear, and ſ ullen ſhe withdraws, - 


&, 


l 


tryd ?. 


od, 


od; 


5 


thſtand 
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hen, Alexis, ſeek the ſcornful maid, 

der eloquence my ſuff' rings plead ; 

Flohted paſſion you the pangs have known 

wge my ſecret anguiſh by your own! 

DIONE. 

r the skill inconſtant hearts to move, 
longing ſoul had never loſt my love. 

ſſeeble tongue, in theſe ſoft arts untry'd, 

ill ſupport the thunder of her pride; 

jen ſhe ſhall bid me to thy bower repair, 

hall my trembling lips her threats declare! 

ſhall I tell thee, that ſhe could behold, 


th brow ſerene, thy corſe all pale and cold 


on the daſhing billow ? ſhouldſt thou go 


uſe, 


ere the tall hill o'er-hangs the rocks below,. 
r thee thy tyrant could unpitying ſtand, 
rcall thee back, nor ſtretch a ſaving hand. 

It thou then {till perſiſt to tempt thy fate, 
feed her pride and gratify her hate? _ 
LYCIDAS, 
ow, unexperienc'd youth, that woman's mind 

It ſhifts her paſſions, like th' inconſtant wind; 


den ſhe ages, like the troubled main, 


y ſinks the ſtorm, and all is calm again. 
atch the kind moment, then my wrongs impart, 


Na the ſoft tale ſhall glide into her heart. 


| DIONE, 
0, let her wander in the lonely grove, 
A never hear the tender voice of love. 
her a while, neglected by the ſwain, 
b by, nor ſighs moleſt the cheerful plain; 
dus ſhall the fury of her pride be laid; 
lus humble into love the haughty maid. 

| M 3 


138 nn. 
LYCIDAS. 
Vain are attempts my paſſion to controul, 
Is this the balm to cure my fainting ſoul? 
DIONE. 


Deep then among the green- wood ſhades vl rove, 
And ſeek with weary'd pace thy wander'd love; 
Proſtrate I'll fall, and with inceſſant prayers 
Hang on her knees, and bath her feet with tears; 
If ſighs of pity can her ear incline, 
(O Lycidas, my life is wrapt in thine!) [A fideWu 
F'll charge her from thy voice to hear the tale, 
Thy voice more ſweet than notes along the vale 
Breath'd from the warbling pipe: the moving ſtrain We 
Shall ſtay her flight, and conquer her diſdain, 

| Yetif ſhe hear; ſhould love the meſſage ſpeed, 
Then dies all hope; then mult Dione bleed, : 3 

| [Aide 


LYCIDAS. 

Haſte then, dear faithful ſwain, beneath thoſe yews 
- Whoſe ſable arms the browneſt ſhade diffuſe, 

Where all around, to ſhun the fervent sky, 

The panting flocks i in ferny thickets lie; 

There with impatience ſhall I wait my friend, 

O'er the wide proſpect frequent glances ſend 

To ſpy thy wiſh'd return. as thou ſhalt find 


A tender welcome,may thy love be kind! 
[Ex, Lycidas 
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Sc EN E V 


ove, pfON E. LAURA. 


E 
DIONE. 
rs; inks I'm now ſurrounded by deſpair, 


dall my with'ring hopes are loft in air. 

us the young linnet on the rocking bough 

rs through long woods autumnal tempeſts blow, 
Ia hollow blaſts the claſhing branches bend, 

(train u yellow ſhow'rs of ruſtling leaves deſcend: 
ſees the friendly ſhelter from her fly, 

dare her little pinions truſt the sky; 


d. ron the naked ſpray in wintry air, 

[4/ideFWhiv'ring, hopeleſs, mourns the dying year. 
at have I promis'd ? raſh, unthinking maid! 

yews hy own ton gue thy vithes are betray'd ! 


| [Laura advances. 
LAURA, 
by wak'ſt thou thus diſturb'd with.frandie air ? 
ſhy roll hy eyes with madneſs and deſpair ? 
DIONE, [muſing. 
by wilt thou bear to ſee her pride give way? 
Fen thus the yielding nymph ſhall bid thee ſay, 
ycidas/Ylet not the ſhepherd ſeek the ſilent grave, 
ay, that I bid him live. if hope can ſave, 
LAURA, 


With he diſcern'd thee through the ſwain's diſguiſe, 
Id now alike thy love and friendſhip flies? 
| DIONE, 

les. firm and faithſul to the promiſe made, 

inge each ſunny hill, each lawn and glade. 
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LAURA. 
Tis Laura ſpeaks. O calm your troubled mind. 
 DIONE. 
Where ſhall my ſearch this envy'd beauty find ? 
I'll go, my faithleſs ſhepherd's cauſe to plead, 
And with my tears accuſe the rival maid, —_— 
Yet, ſhould her ſoften'd heart to love incline! | 
. LAURA. 
If thoſe are all thy fears; Evander's thine, 
| DIONE, 
Why ſhould we both in ſorrow waſte our days? 
If love unfeign'd my conſtant boſom ſways, 
His happineſs alone is all I prize, 
And that is center'd in Parthenia's eyes, 
Haſte then, with earneſt zeal her love —_— 
To bleſs bis Hours; 


D ION E. 1 


ACT IL SCENE I. 


0K E : lying on the ground 8 the fide of a foun- 
| tiain. 


DIOR E. 
ERE let me reſt, and in the liquid glaſs 
View with impartial look my fading face. 
iy are Parthenia's ſtriking beauties priz d? 
d why Dione's weaker glance deſpis'd ? 
ure in various molds has beauty caſt, 


| 1 form'd the feature for each different taſte: 


is ſighs for golden locks and azure eyes; 

at, for the gloſs of ſable treſſes, dyes. 

tall mankind theſe locks, theſe eyes deteſt, 

were lovely in Evander's breaſt ! 

den o'er the garden's knot we caſt our view, 

lile ſummer paints the ground with various hue; 
ne praiſe the gaudy tulip's ſtreaky red, 


In ſome the ſilver lily's bending head; 


me the junquil in ſhining yellow dreſt, 

id ſome the fring'd carnation's varied veſt; 
me love the ſober vi'let's purple dyes. 

us beauty fares in diff ' rent lovers eyes, 
bright Parthenia like the roſe appears, 
Ein all _ ſuperior luſtre bears. 


SCENE- IT 


DIONE, LAURA. 


LAURA. 

Why thus beneath the ſilver willow laid, 

Weeps fair Dione in the penſive ſhade ? 

Haſt thou yet found the over-arching bower, 

Which guards Parthenia from the ſultry hour? * 
l DIONE, N 
= With weary ſtep in paths unknown I ſtray'd, 1 

And ſought i in vain the ſolitary maid. | 

LAUR l 

Seeſt thou the waving tops of yonder woods, 

Whoſe aged arms imbrown- the cooling floods? 

The cooling floods o'er breaking pebbles flow, 

And waſh the ſoil from the big roots below ; 5 
| From the tall rock the daſhing waters bound. 5 
Hark, o'er the fields the ruſhing billows ſound! MK 

There, loſt in thought, and leaning on her crook, i 

Stood the ſad nymph, nor rais'd her penſive loox; 

With ſettled eye the bubbling waves ſurvey'd, 

And watch'd the whirling eddys, as they play d. 

DIONE. 
Thither to kid my certain doom TI ſpeed, = | 
For by this ſentence life or death's decreed. [Exit 
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SCENE III. 
LAURA. CLEANT HES. 


8 LAURA. 

tire! ſome haſty ſtranger bends this way; 
;broider'd veſt reflects the ſunny ray: 

i through the thinner boughs I mark his mien, 
w veil'd, in thicker ſhades he moves unſeen, 
ther he turns; I hear a mutt' ring ſound ; 

ind this rev rend oak. with ivy bound 

ick I'll retire; with Zuſy thought poſſeſt, 
tongue betrays the ſecrets of his breaſt, 


[She hides herſelf, 
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„ cLEANTHES. 
eskilful hunter with experienc'd care 
aces the doubles of the circling hare; 
Je ſubtle fox, (who breathes the weary hound 
ok, Fr hills and plains) in diſtant brakes is found; 
ook; Fith eaſe we track ſwift hinds and ski pping roes, 
who th? inconſtant ways of woman knows? 
d. ey ſay, ſhe wanders with the ſylvan train, 
| d courts the native freedoms of the plain; 
epherds explain their wiſh without offence, 
r bluſh the nymphs; for love is innocence, 
kad me where the rural youth retreat, 
ſbere the lope hills the warbling voice repeat. 
haps on daiſy'd turf reclines the maid, 
u near her fide ſome rival clown is hid, 
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FJ? 
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Yet, yet I love her. O loſt nymph return, 
Let not thy fire with tears inceſſant mourn; 
Return, loſt nymph; bid ſorrow ceaſe to flow, 
And let Dione glad the houſe of woe. 
LAURA. 
Call'd he not loſt Dione ? hence I'll ſtart, 
Croſs his flow ſteps, and ſift his op'ning heart, [Af 
CLEANTHES. 
Tell me, fair nymph, dire& my wandring way; 
Where, in cloſe bowers, to ſhun the ſultry ray, 
Repoſe the ſwains; whoſe flocks with bleating fill 
The bord'ring foreſt and the thymy hill. 
ut if thou frequent join thoſe ſylvan bands, 
Thy ſelf can anſwer what my ſoul demands. 
LAURA, 
Seven years I trod theſe fields, theſe bowie and plac 
And by the leſs'ning and the length'ning ſhades 
Have mark'd the hours; what time my flock to lead F 
To ſunny mountains, or the watry mead : n 


Train'd in the labours of the ſylvan crew, Un 
Their ſports, retreats, their cares and loves I knew: 
| CLEANTHES, = 
Inſtruct me then, if late among your race, Pi 
A ſtranger nymph is found, of noble grace, I 
In rural arts unskill'd, no charge ſhe tends: | 
Nor when the morn and ev'ning dew deſcends fa 


NMilks the big-udder'd ewe. her mien and dreſs e 
The poliſh'd malſhers of the court confeſs. 

LAURA, ed 
Each day arrive the neighb'ring * and ſw-ain For 
To ſhare the paſtime of our jovial plains; 
- How can I there thy roving beauty trace, 
Where not one nymph is bred of vulgar race? 


D10ON . 3 


rn, c RANT REG. 
* ſhe breathe, what tortures muſt ſhe fad? 
W, Peurſe of bſobedience tears her mind. 


r your breaſt with filial duty burn'd, 

r you ſorrow'd when a parent mourn'd; 
her, I charge you, with inceſſant groans 
$4rooping fire his abſent child bemoans. 


LAURA, 
ray; Wippy man! 8 
ray, nn ; 
ig fill — With ſtorms of paſſion toſt, 
Pen firſt he learnt his vagrant child was loſt, 
„ Ie cold floor his trembling limbs he flung, 


with thick blows his hollow boſom rung; 

x1 up he ſtarted, and with fixt ſurpriſe, 

n her picture threw his frantic eyes, 

ile thus he cry'd. © In hermy life was bound, 
arm in each feature is her mother found ! 
ahaps deſpair has been her fatal guide, 

nd now ſhe floats upon the weeping tide; 

[ knewFron the willow hung, with head reclin d, 
pale and cold ſhe wavers in the wind. 

id I not force her hence by harſh commands? 
Nad not her foul abhor the nuptial bands? 

| LAURA. | 


1d plac 
Jes 
to lead 


fach not, ye ſires, your daughters to rebel, 

s Freounſel rein their wills, but ne er compel. 
 CLEANTHES, 

il 1 daugh ters, truſt theſe tender guides; 3 

walns 


er think a parent's breaſt the tyrant hides. 
LAURA. 
In either lid the ſcalding ſorrows roll; 


e moving tale runs thrilling to my ſoul. 
You, II. 


7 
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1 = 
Perhaps ſhe wanderSTn the lonely woods, 
Or on the ſedgy borders of the floods; 
Thou know'ſt each cottage, foreſt, hill and vale, 
And pebbled brook that winds along the dale. 


Search each ſequeſter'd dell to find the fair; 


And juſt reward ſhall gratify thy care, 
LAURA:,- | 
O ye kind boughs protect the virgin's flight, 
And guard Dione from his prying ſight! [Aſide 
CLEANTHES, | founc 
Mean while I'll ſeek the ſhepherd's cool 1 or ra 
Point me, fair nymph, along theſe doubtful roads. Fil ne 
LAURA. ts | 


; Seeſt thou yon” mountain rear his ſhaggy brow? 


In the green valley graze the flocks below : d nc 
There ev'ry gale with warbling muſic floats, Id k 
Shade anſwers ſhade, and breathes alternate notes, | 
[Exit Cleanthes. Fus 
He's gone; and to the diſtant vales is ſent, Will 
Nor ſhall his force Dione's love prevent. 
But ſee, ſhe comes again with haſty pace, Ike 
And eonſcious pleaſure dimples on her face. dure 


w 


Jill! 
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| SCEN E IV. 
LAURA. DIONE. 


DIONE, 


fund her. laid beſide the cryſtal brook, 
Tor rais'd ſhe from the ſtream her ſettled look, 
3. il near her fide I ſtood ; her head ſhe rears, 
ts ſudden, and her ſhrieks confeſs her fears, 
LAURA. 
$i not thy words her thoughtful ſoul ſurpriſe, 
Ind kindle ſparkling anger in her eyes? 
DIONE, 
hes ſhus ; ſhe reply'd, with rage and ſcorn poſſeſt. 
Will 1 importuning love ne'er give me reſt ? 
hy am] thus in deſarts wild purſu'd, 
like guilty conſciences when ſtainꝰd with blood? 
dure boding ravens, from the blaſted oak, 
Ichall learn the name of Lycidas to croak, 
ro ſound it in my ears! as ſwains paſs by, 
With look askance, they shake their heads and cry, 
Lo! this is ſhe for whom the ſhepherd dy'd ! 
'S0on Lycidas, a victim to her pride, 
Shall ſeek the grave; andin the glimm'ring glade, 
With look all pale, ſhall glide the reſtleſs ſhade 
of the poor ſwain ; while we with haggard eye 
And briſtled hair the fleeting phantom fly. 
Fill let their curſes innocence upbraid: 


leay'n never will forſake the virtuous maid. 
| N 2 


ide 
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He faid, heleft your houſe involy'd in cares, 
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LAURA. | 
Didſt thou perk to ter her haughty . Yoſt a 

- DIONE, 5 
She ill ls more diſdain'd, the more reſt. no 
LAURA. the 


When you were gone, theſe walks a ſtranger croſt, here 
He turn'd through ev'ry path, and wander'd loſt; ere 


To me he came; with courteous ſpeech demands love 
Beneath what bowers repos'd the ſhepherd bands; I he 
Then further asks me, ifamong that race id lo 
A ſhepherdeſs was found of courtly grace; Tit ſea 
With profer'd bribes my faithful tongue eſſays; here 
But for nobribe the faithful tongue betrays. hat 
In me Dione's ſafe. far hence he ſpeeds, | low f 
Where other hills reſound with other reeds, er! 
DIONE. or Je 


Should he come back; ſuſpicion's jealous eyes 

Might trace my n. re through the ſwain's diſguiſe. 05 

Now ev'ry noiſe and whiſtling wind I dread, 

And in each ſound approaches human read, 
LAUBA. 


rant 
all! 
ind « 
ho! 
ind 
itl 


Sighs ſ well d each breaſt, each eye o'erflow'd with tears; 
For his loſt child thy penſive father mourns, 
And ſunk in ſorrow to the duſt returns. 
Go back, obedient daughter; hence depart, 
And till the ſighs that tear his anxious heart. 
Soon ſhall Evander, wearied with diſdain, 
Forego theſe fields, and ſeek the town again. 
DIONE, | 
Think, Laura, what thy haſty thou ohts prot 
If Treturn, to love a victim made, 
My wrinkGal fire will force his harſh commund, 
And with Cleanthes join wy trembling hand. 


DD F © X So 
LAURA, 


| alt a fond father; raiſe him from deſpair. 


uſe, 


ars 


„ 


DIONE, 

lf not him; 1 fly a life of care. 
uthe high nuptials of the court look round; 
F'bere ſhall, alas, one happy pair be found! 
Here marriage is for ſervile int'reſt ſought: 
love for wealth or power or title bought? 

s hence domeſtic jars their peace deſtroy, 
id looſe adult*ry ſteals the ſhameful joy. 


! 


St ſearch we wide o'er all the bliſsful plains, 


here love alone, devoid of int'reſt, reigns. 
hat concord in each happy pair appears! 


For fondneſs ſtrengthens with the rolling years ! 
Fyerior power ne'er thwarts their ſoft delights, 


or jealous accuſations wake their nights. 
11 
ay all thoſe bleſſings on Dione fall. 
DIONE, 
ant me Evander, and I ſhare them all. 
Ul a fond parent give perpetual ſtrife, 
ind doom his child to be a wretch for life? 
hovgh:he bequeath'd me all theſe woods and plains, 
ind all the flocks the ruſſet down contains; 


Frith all the golden harveſts of the year, 


aras where yonder purple mountains rear; 


an theſe the broils of nuptial life prevent? 
an theſe, without Evander, give content? 
at ſee, he comes. 


LAUR As : 
— I'll to the vales repair, 


here wanders by the ſtream my fleecy care. 
Hayſt thou the rage of this new flame controul, 


aud wake Dione in his tender foull [Ex. Laura. 
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SCENE v. 


DIONE. LYCIDAS. 


| LYCIDAS. 
Say, my Alexis, can thy words impart 
Kind rays of hope to cheer a doubtful heart ? | 
How didſt thou firſt my pangs of love diſcloſe? YJjove 


Did her diſdainful brow confirm my woes? urs ve 
Or did ſoft pity in her boſom riſe, Fchar 
Heave on her breaſt, and languiſh in her eyes? ide t 

DIONE. Ich n 


How ſhall my tongue the falt'ring tale explain! ud v 
My heart drops blood to give the ſhepherd pain. is v 
LYCIDAS. e 

Pronounce her utmoſt {corn ; I come prepar'd 
To meet my doom. ſay, is my death declar'd ? 

DIONE, po 
Why ſhould thy fate depend on woman's will? 
| Forget this tyrant, and be happy ſtill. 
LYCIDAS. 

Didſt thou beſeech her not to ſpeed her fl ght, 
Nor ſhun with wrathful glance my hated ſight? 
Will ſhe conſent my ſighing plaint to hear, 

Nor let my piercing crys be loſt in air? 
| DIONE, 

Can mariners appeaſe the toſling ſtorin, 

When foaming waves the yawning deep deform? 
When o'er the ſable cloud the thunder flies, 

Say, who ſhall calm the terror of the skies? 


D 
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Ino ſhall the lion's famiſh'd roar aſſwage; | 
41d can we {till proud woman's ſtronger rage? 


en as my faithful tongue pronounc'd thy name, 
luden her glances ſhot reſentful flames 
dumb, ſhe cries, this whining love give o'er, 
Kid vex me with the teazing theme no more. 
. | LYCIDAS, 
is pride alone that keeps alive her ſcorn, 
In the mean ſwain in humble cottage born, 
En poverty that haughty heart obtain 
here avarice and ſtrong ambition reign ? 


Poverty paſs by in tatrer'd coat, 
us vex his heels and ſtretch their barking Aa 


chance he mingle in the female croud, 
Fide toſſes high her head, ſcorn laughs aloud ; 
ich nymph turns from him to her gay gallant, 
ud wonders at the impudence of want. 
is vanity that rules all woman-kind, 
ye is the weakelt paſſion of their mind, 
DIONE, 
Hough one is by thoſe ſervile views poſſeſt, 
 Lycidas, condemn not all the reſt, 
LYCIDAS, 
Mough I were bent beneath a load of years, 
ind ſeventy winters thin'd my hoary hairs; 
et if my olive branches dropt with oil, 
Ind crooked ſhares were brighten'd in my ſoil, 
lowing herds my ſat'ning meads poſſeſt, 
ind my white fleece the tawny mountain dreſt ; 
Then would ſhe lure me with love-darting glance, 
Then with fond mercenary ſmiles advance. 
Though hell with ev'ry vice my ſoul had ſtain'd, 
and froward anger in my boſom reign'd, 


. 1 


13 


11 DIONE. 

Though avarice my coffers cloath'd in ruſt, 
And my joints trembled with enfeebled luſt; 
Yet were my antient name with titles great, 
How would ſhe languiſn for the gaudy bait ! 


let m 
Snob] 


: Pen tl 


If to her love all-tempting wealth pretend, Lok roi 
What virtuous woman can her heart defend? ere ii 
DIONE. Ine 291 

7 Conqueſts, thus meanly bought, men fron deſpiſe, unk, 


Kid ſho 
y he: 
Iſs {ud 


Fhen tl 


And juſtly ſlight the mercenary prize. 
LYCIDAS. 

I know theſe frailties in her breaſt reſide; 

Direct her glance and ev'ry action guide, 


Still let Alexis' faithful friendſhip aid, | Fo pov 


Once more attempt to bend the ſtubborn maid. Sr vul 
Tell her, no baſe-born ſwain provokes her ſcorn, ud ho 
No clown, beneath the ſedgy cottage born; 


Tell her, for her this ſylvan dreſs I took, Ich is 
For her my name and pomp of courts forſook; That li! 
My lofty roots with golden ſculpture ſhine, Fon thi 
And my high birth deſcends from antient line. ſhat h. 
DIONE, Pelude 
Love is a ſacred voluntar y ſire, | Poou'd 
Gold never bought that pure, that chaſte deſire. In ba 
Who thinks true love for lucre to poſſeſs, ove ſ 
Shall graſp falſe flatt'ry and the feign'd careſs; he te 
Can we believe that mean, that ſervile w ife, My fei 
Who vilely ſells her dear- bought love for life, hy 
Would not her virtue for an hour reſign, by 
Tf in her fight the profer'd treaſure ſhine, | 
LYCIDAS. ure t 
Can reaſon (when by winds ſwiſt fires are born Aude 
O'er waving harvelts of autumnal corn) When 
The driving fury of the ſlame reprove : WT And 


Who then ſhall reaſon with a heart in love? 


D 1 OV E. 
 DIONE. 

"MW me ſpeak ; O may my words perſuade 
Je noble youth, to quit this ſylvan maid! 
ian thy crook, no more to plains reſort, 
ok round on all the beauties of the court; 
ere (hall thy merit find a worthy flame, 
nenymph of equal wealth and equal name. 
ink, if theſe offers ſhould thy with obtain, 
Kid ſhould the ruſtic beauty ſtoop to gain; 
y heart could ne'er prolong th' unequul fire, 
Fic ſudden blaze would in one year expire 
Hen thy raſh folly thou too late ſhalt chide, 
J poverty and baſe-born blood ally'd ; 
Sr vulgar tongue ſhall animate the ſtrife, 
Td hourly diſcord vex thy future life, 
LYCIDAS. 
Ich is the force thy faithful words i impart, 
That like the galling goad they pierce my heart. 
To think fair virtue in my breaſt reſides, 
ſhat honeſt truth my lips and actions guides, 
kluded ſhepherd, could you view my ſoul, 
Fou'd ſee it with deceit and treach'ry foul ? 
n baſe, perfidious. ere from court I came, 

ove ſingled from the train a beauteous dame; 

he tender maid my fervent vows beliey'd, 

Ny fervent vows the tender maid deceiv d, 


by ſteal the ſilent ſorrows from thy eyes? 
DIONE. 

re the foft lamb hides rage within his breaſt, 

nd cooing turtles are with hate poſſeſt; 


ind thoſe meek looks a perjur'd heart diſguiſe. 


? 


155 


hy doſt thou tremble ? - hy thus heave thy Gehs ? ? 


When from ſo ſweet-a tongue flow fraud and lies, 


154 . 
Ah! who ſhall now on faithleſs man depend? 
The treach'rous lover proves as falſe a friend. 

n | LYCIDAS, © 
When with, Dione's love my boſom glow'd, 
Firm conſtancy and truth ſincere I vow'd; 
But ſince Parthenia's brighter charms were known 
My love, my conſtancy and truth are flown. 
DIONE, 
Are not thy hours with conſcious anguiſh ſtung? 
Swift vengeance mult o'ertake the perjur'd tongue, 
The gods the cauſe of injur'd love aſſert, . 
And arm with ſtubborn pride Parthenia's heart. 
LYCIDAS, 
Go, try her ; tempt her with my birth and ſtate, 
Stronger ambition will ſubdue her hate, 
PDioNE. 
O rather turn thy thoughts on that loſt maid, 
Whoſe hourly ſighs thy faithleſs oath upbraid! | 
Think you behold her at the dead of night, 

- Plac'd by the glimm'ring taper's paly light, 
With all your letters ſpread before her view, 
While trickling tears the tender lines bedew ; 
Sobbing ſhe reads the perj'ries o'er and o'er, 
And her long nights know peaceful ſleep no more. 

LYCIDAS, 
Let me forget her. 
DIONE, | 
- — 0 falſe youth, relinnj ; 
Think ſhould Parthenia to thy hopes conſent; 


| Makes the glad echoes of thy domes rejoice, 
Then ſhall Dione force the crouded hall, 
Kneel at thy feet and loud for juſtice call; 3: 


When Hymen join your hands, and muſic's voice Þ 


d you 
&purp! 
Ki you 
I fatal 


horr! 


| dow! 


IM thi: 


have 


Al you behold her weltring on the ground, 
F purple dagger reeking from the wound? 

id you unmov'd this dreadful fight ſurvey? „ 

fatal ſcenes fhall ſtain thy bridal day. 
| LYCIDAS., 

horrid thought ſinks deep into my ſoul, 
down my cheek unwilling ſorrows roll. 
DIONE, 


g? Sn this new flame you may as yet recede, 
ue; Fhave you doom'd that guiltleſs maid ſhall bleed? 
LYCIDAS, 
ne her no more,-—haſte, ſeek the ſylvan fair. 
. DIONE, | 


Suld the rich profer tempt her liſt'ning ear, 
[all your peace adieu. O barb'rous youth, 
n you forego your honour, love and truth? 
thould Parthenia wealth and title ſlight, 
ald juſtice then reſtore Dione's right? 
Fould you then dry her ever-falling tears; 
quad bleſs with honeſt love your future years? 
LYCIDAS, 
lin yon? ſhade thy wiſh'd return attend; 
me quickly come, and cheer thy Gghing friend. 


| _ DIONE, 
Fould her proud ſoul reſiſt the tempting bait, 
Fould ſhe contemn his profer'd wealth and ſtate, 
den J once more his perjur'd heart may move, 
nd in his boſom wake the dying love. 
Is the pale wretch involy'd in doubts and fears, 

U trembling in the judgment-hall appears; 

$ ſhall I ſtand before Parthenia's eyes, 
or as ſhe dooms, Pione lives or dies. 
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Exit oper 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 


 LYCIDAS. PARTHENTIA aſleep in a bow 


LYCIDAS. LV 

Mer no rude wind the ruſtling branches move; 

Breathe loft, ye ſilent gales, nor wake my lo 
Ye ſhepherds, piping homeward on the way, 
Let not the diſtant echoes learn your lay 
Strain not, ye nightingales, your warbling throat; n 
May no loud ſhake prolong the ſhriller note, 
Leſt ſhe awake; O fleep, ſecure hereyes, 
That I may gaze; for if ſhe wake, ſhe flies. 
While ealy dreams compoſe her peaceful ſoul, 
What anxious cares within my boſom roll ! 
If tir'd with ſighs beneath the beach I lye, 
And languid flumber cloſe my weeping eye, 
Her lovely viſion riſes to my view, 
Swift flies the nymph, and ſwift would I purſue; 
T ſtrive to call; my tongue has loſt its ſound ; 
Like rooted oaks, my feet benumb'd are bound; 
Struggling I wake. again my forrows flow, 
And not one flatt'ring dream deludes my woe. 
What innocence ! how meek is ev'ry grace! 
How ſweet the ſmile that dimples on her face, 
Calm as the fleeping ſeas ! but ſhoald my ſighs 
Too rudely breathe, what. angry ſtorms would riſe! 
Though the fair roſe with beauteons bluſh is crown® 
Beneath her fragrant leaves the thorn is found 


„5 „ 83 
| 
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E peach, that with inviting crimſon blooms, 
up at the heart the cank' ring worm conſumes; 3 
© i: sthus, alas! thoſe lovely features hide 
Iain and anger and reſentful pride. 


S 


Ercip As. DIO NE. PARTHENIA. 


; LYCIDAS, 
th profer'd greatneſs yet o'ercome her hate ? 
I does ſhe languiſh for the glitt'ring bait ? 
at, Jrinſt the ſwain ſhe might her pride ſupport. 
nſhe ſubdue her ſex, and ſcorn a court? 
thaps in dreams the ſhining viſion charms, 
Ind the rich bracelet ſparkles on her arms; + 
fancy'd heaps the golden treaſure glows: 
henia, wake, all this thy ſwain IT 
Pio. 
Feps ſhe in theſe cloſe bowers ? 
| LYCIDAS, 2 
— ——-Lo! there ſnie lies. 
ploNE. 
may no ſtartling ſound unſeal her eyes, 
Ind drive her hence away. till now, in vain 
trod the winding wood and weary plain. 
Fence, Lycidas; beyond thoſe ſhades repoſe, 
(hile I thy fortune and thy birth diſcloſe, 


LYCIDAS, 
2 ay I Parthenia to thy friendſhip owe! 
0 


nther think on loſt Dione's woe! 
Vol, II. O 
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Muſt ſhe thy broken faith for ever mourn, 
And will that juſter paſſion ne'er return ? 

| LYCIDAS, 
Upbraid me not; but go. her ſlumbers chaſe; 
And in her view the bright temptation place. 


[Exit Lyeid 


SCENE III. 
DIONE. PARTHENIA. 


DIONE, 


Now flames the weſtern sky with golden beams, 


And the ray kindles on the quiv'ring ſtreams; 


Long flights of crows, high croaking from their foot 


Now ſeek the nightly covert of the wood ; 
The tender graſs with dewy cryſtal bends, 
And gath'ring vapour from the heath aſcends. 
Shake off this downy reſt ; wake, gentle maid, 


Truſt not thy charms beneath the noxious ſhade, F 


PARTHENIA, 


— — What voice alarms my ear? 


Away. approach not. hay! Alexis there! 

Let us together to the vales deſcend, 

And to the folds our bleating charge attend; 
But let me hear no more that ſhepherd's name, 
Vex not my quiet with his hateful flame. 

8 ens. 

Can I behold him gaſping on the ground, 

And ſeek no healing kerb to ſtaunch the wound? 
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Irthee continual ſighs conſume his heart, 
Is you alone can cure the bleeding ſmart. 
te more I come the moving cauſe to plead, 
lil] his ſuff'rings cannot intercede, 
let my friendſhip do his paſſion right, 
a ſhow thy lover in his native light. | | 
5 PARTHENIA, 
y in dark myſt'ry are thy words involy'd ? 
Lycidas you mean; know, I'm reſolv'd. 
| DIONE, © 
not thy kindling rage my words reſtrain. 
pow then; Parthenia (lights no vulgar ſwain. 
Ir thee he bears the ſcrip and ſylvan crook, 
rr thee the glories of a court forſook. 
guy not thy heart the wealthy flame decline! 
Bs honours, his poſſeſſions, all are thine. 
| PARTHENIA., | 
he's a courtier, O ye nymphs, beware; 
Hoſe who moſt promife are the leaſt ſincere. 
The quick- ey d hawk ſhoots headlong from above, 
ud in his pounces bears the trembling dove; 
ſhe pilf 'ring wolf o'er-leaps the fold's defence, 
Art the falſe courtier preys on innocence. 
JT he's a courtier, O ye nymphs, beware; 
oſe who moſt promiſe are the leaſt ſincere. 
ri DIONE. 
las! thou ne'er haſt prov'd the ſweets of ſtate, 
Nor known that ſemale pleaſure, to be great. 
Tis for the town ripe cluſters load the poles, 
ind all our autumn crowns the courtier's bowles ; 
for him our woods the red-ey'd pheaſant breed, 
And annual coveys in our harveſt feed; 
For him with fruit the bending branch is ſtor'd, 
Henty pours all her bleſſings on his board, 
| 1 
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160 D O R. 
If (when the market to the city calls) 
We chance to paſs beſides his palace walls, 
Does not his hall with muſic's voice reſound, 
And the floor tremble with the dancer's bound? 
Such are the pleaſures Lycidas ſhall give, 
When thy relenting boſom bids him live, 
| PARTHENIA, 
See yon yay goldfinch hop from ſpray to ſpray, 
Who ſings a farewell to the parting day; 
At large he flies o'er hill and dale and down : 
Is not each buſh, each ſpreading tree his own ? 
And canſt thou think he'll quit his native brier, 
For the bright cage o'er-arch'd with golden wire? 
What then are honours, pomp and gold to me? 
Are thoſe a price to purchaſe liberty ! 
DIONE, _ 
Think, when the Hymeneal torch mal blaze, 
And on the ſolemn rites the virgins gaze; 
When thy fair locks with glitt'ring gems are grac d, 
And the bright zone ſhall ſparkle round thy waſte, 
How will their hearts with envious ſorrow pine, 
When * ſhall join his hand to thine ! 
- + PARTHENIA., 
And yet, Alexis, all that pomp and ſhow 
Are oft' the varniſh of internal woe. 
When the chaſte lamb is from her ſiſters led, 
And interwoven garlands paint her head; 
The gazing flock, all envious of her pride, 
Behold her skipping by the prieſteſs fide ; | 
Each hopes the flow'ry wreath with longing ou ; 
While ſhe, alas! is led to ſacrifice ! 
Thus walks the bride in all her ſtate array'd, 
The gaze and envy of each thovghtleſs maid. 
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DIONE, | 
s yet her tongue reſiſts the tempting ſnare, 85 
d guards my panting bofom from deſpair. [Aſide. 
lun thy ſtrong ſoul this noble flame forego ? ache 
aſt ſuch a lover waſte his life in woe? 
PARTHENIA. 
ell him, his gifts I ſcorn ; not all his art, 
Not all his flattery ſhall ſeduce my heart. 
Tourtiers, I know, are diſciplin'd to cheat, 
Their infant-lips are taught to liſp deceit; 
lo prey on eaſy nymphs they range the ſhade, 
ind vainly boaſt of innocence betray'd; 
Ichaſte hearts, unlearn'd in falfhood, they aſſail, 
lind think our ear will drink the grateful tale: 
No. Lycidas ſhall ne er my peace deſtroy, 
[Il guard my virtue, and content enjoy. 
1 DIONE. | 
o ſtrong a paſſion in my boſom burns, 
Whene'er his ſoul is griev d, Alexis mourns! . 
(anſt thou this importuning ardor blame? 
JVould not thy tongue for friendſhip urge the fame? 
PARTHENIA, 


I's, blooming ſwain. you ſhow an honeſt mind ;. 


Ike it, with the pureſt flame refin'd. 

Who ſhall compare love's mean and groſs deſire 
ro the chaſte zeal of friendſhip's ſacred fire? 
By whining love our weakneſs is confeſt; 


ut ſtronger friendſhip ſhows a virtuous breaſt. 


In folly's heart the ſhort-liv'd blaze may glow, 
Wiſdom alone can purer friendſhip know. 
love is a ſudden blaze which ſoon decays, 


friendſhip is like the ſun's eternal rays; 


Not daily benefits exhauſt the fl. me, 


Tatil is giving, and ſtill burns the ſame; 


O 3 
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162 As | 
And could Alexis from his ſoul remoye 
All the low images of groſſer love 1 

Such mild, ſuch gentle looks thy heart declare, 
Fain would wy breaſt thy faithful friendſhip ſhare. | 


D ION E. 


DIONE. 
How dare yon in the diff rent ſex confide ? 


And ſeek a friendſhip which you ne'er have try ar 


PARTHENIA, 
Yes, I to thee could give up all my heart. 
From thy chaſte eye no wanton glances dart; 
Thy modeſt lips convey no thought impure, 
With thee may ſtricteſt virtue walk ſecure. 
DIONE, 
Yet can : ſafely on the nymph depend, 
Whoſe I ſcorn can kill my friend ? 
PARTHENIA. 
Accuſe me not, who act a gen'rous part; 
Had I, like city maids, a fraudful heart, 
Then had his proffers taught my ſoul to feign, 
Then had I vilely ſtoopt to ſordid gain, 
Then had I ſigh'd for honours, pomp and gold, 
And for unhappy chains my freedom ſold. 


If you would ſave him, bid him leave the plain, 


And to his native city turn again; 

There, ſhall his paſſion find a ready cure, 

There, not one dame reſiſts the glitt'ring lure. 
.  DIONE, 

All xhis I REAR urg'd, but urg'd in vain. 

Alas! thou only canſt aſſwage his pain! 
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S c E N E IV. 


> pro N E. PARTHE NIA. L VCI 
| | DAS. [liſkening. 


LYCIDAS. 
_I'hy ts Alexis? can my boſom bear 
Thus long alternate ſtorms of hope and fear? 
Yonder they walk; now frowns her brow diſguiſe, 
But love conſenting ſparkles in her eyes; 
fere will I liſten, here, impatient wait. : 
Ppare me, Parthenia, and reſign thy hate. [LA ſide. 
ö PAR THENIA, 

When Lycidas ſhall to the court repair, 
Still let Alexis love his fleecy care 
till let him chooſe cool grots and ſylvan bowers, 
ind let Parthenia ſhare his peaceful hours, 

LYCIDAS. 
What & I hear? my friendſhip is betray'd ! 
The treach'rous rival has ſeduc'd the maid. [ Aſide. 
PARTHENIA, 

With thee, where bearded goats deſcend the ſteep, 
Or where, like winter's ſnow, the nibbling ſheep 
Clothe the ſlope hills: I'll paſs the cheerful day, 
ind from thy reed my voice ſhall catch the lay. 
But ſee, ſtill ev'ning ſpreads her dusky wings, 
The flocks, ſlow-moving from the miſty ſprings, 
Now ſeek their fold. come, ſhepherd, let's away, 
To cloſe the lateſt labours of the day. | 


[Exc unt hand in hand, 


SCENE. V. 


LYCIDAS. 


My troubled heart what dire diſaſters rend ? 

A ſcornful miſtreſs, and a treach'rous friend! 
Would ye be couzen'd, more than woman can; 
Unlock your boſom to perfidious man. 

One faithful woman have theſe eyes beheld, 


And againſt her this perjur'd heart rebell/d: . k the 
But ſearch as far as earth's wide bounds extend, Who 
Where ſhall the wretched find one faithful friend ? q 

FEM =_ 
Did n 


SCENE Vl. 


LYCIDAS. DIONE. 


LYCIDAS. = 
Why ſtarts the ſwain ? why turn his eyes away, Nd 
As if amidſt his path the viper lay? 185 
Did I not to thy charge my heart confide ? doſt 
Did I not truſt thee near Parthenia's ſide, 18 


As here ſhe ſlept? 
DIONE. 1 
| she ſtraight my call obey d, Ihr 
nd 8 ſlumber left the lovely maid ! | 
As in the morn awakes the folded roſe, 


And all around her breathing colour throws; 
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ak- parthenia. 
LYCIDAS. 
* Could thy „ heart, 
Vhen ber full beauty glow'd, put by the. dart? 
et on Alexis let my ſoul depend. 
is moſt ungen'rous to ſuſpect a friend; 
| uckthou , I hope, haſt well that name profeſt. 
| DIONE, 
Þcould thy piercing eye diſcern my breaſt ! 
ouldſt thou the ſecrets of my boſom fee, _ 
; Were ev'ry thought is fill'd with cares for thee ! 
LYCIDAS. 
| 33 againſt hypocriſy, defence, 
Who clothes her N and looks with innocence # 


[Aſide, 


Þy, ſhepherd, WF uo you profer'd wealth and ſtate, 
id not her ſcorn and ſuppled pride abate? | 
„ H10NE. 
Ju ſparkling di monds to the feather'd train, 
Who ſcrape the winnow'd chaff in ſearch of grain; 
uch to the ſhepherdeſs the court appears: 
content ſhe ſeeks, and ſpurns thoſe glitt' ring cares. 
LYCIDAS. 
Iris not in woman grandeur to deſpiſe, 
Tis not from courts, from me alone ſhe flies, 
Did not my paſſion ſuffer like diſgrace, 
while ſhe believ'd me born of ſylvan race? 
Doſt thou not think, this proudeſt of her kind 
Has to ſome rival ſwain her heart reſign'd? 
5 DIONE. | 
No rival ſhepherd her diſdain can move; 
fler frozen boſom is averſe to love. 
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166 D 1 ON k. 
| LYCIDAS, 
Say, art thou ſure, that this ungrateful fair 
Scoras all alike, bids all alike deſpair ? 
'DIONE, 
How can Iknow the ſecrets of her heart ? 
| LYCIDAS, | Jeek n. 
Anſwer 8 nor from the queſtion ſtart. 
Say, in her glance was never love confeſt, 
And is no ſwain diſtinguiſh'd from the reſt ? 
D1ONE, | Won t 
O Lycidas, bid all thy troubles ceaſe; Aetmis 
Let not a thought on her diſturb thy peace. 
May juſtice bid thy former paſſion wake; 
Think how Dione ſuffers for thy ſake : 
Let not a broken oath thy honour ſtain, 
Recall thy vows, and ſeek the town again, 
LYCIDAS, | 
What means Alexis? where's thy friendſhip flown? let h 
Why am I baniſh'd to the hateful town ? 4 

Hath ſome new ſhepherd warm'd Parthenia's breaſt? 
And does my love his am'rous hours moleſt ? 
Ts it for this thou bid'ſt me quit the plain? 

Yes, yes, thou fondly lov'ſt this rival ſwain. 
When firſt my cheated ſoul thy friendſhip woo'd, 
To my warm heart I took the vip'rous brood. ) ſea 
O falſe Alexis! 


DIONE, 

| Why am I accus de 
Thy F mind is by weak fears abus'd. 
LYCIDAS, 
Was not thy boſom fraught with falſe deft gn? 
Didfſt thou not plead his cauſe, and give up mine? 
Let not thy tongue evaſive anſwer ſeek; 
The conſcious crimſon riſes on thy check 


} 
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y coward conſcience, by thy guilt diſmay'd, 


Þukes in each joint, and owns that I'm in betray” d. 


DIONE. 


Tow my poor heart is wrong' d! O ſpare ty friend} 


LYCIDAS, | 
ck not detected falſhood to defend. 
DIONE. 
ware; leſt blind ſuſpicion raſhly blame. 


'LYCIDAS, 


hun thyſelf then the rival of my flame. 
Ikchis be ſhe for whom Alexis pin'd, 


he now no more is to thy vows unkind, 


Fehind the thicket's twiſted verdure laid, 


witneſs'd ev'ry tender thin g ſhe ſaid ; 
[aw bright pleaſure kindle in her eyes, 


ore warm'd each feature at thy ſoft replies. 


DIONE.. 

let hear me ſpeak. 
5 LYCIDAS, 

— ＋Inn vain is all defence. 

id not thy treach'rous hand conduct her hence? 


Waſte, from my ſight, rage burns in ev'ry vein; 
ever approach my juſt revenge again. 


DIONE. 


Þ ſearch my heart; there injur'd truth thou'lt find. 


„ 
Talk not of truth; long ſince ſhe left mankind, 
o ſmooth a tongue! and yet ſo falſe a heart! 
ure courts firſt taught the fawning friendſhip's art ! 
Xo, thou art falſe by nature. 
DIONE. : 
— — et me clear 


Irhis heavy e and prove my truſt ſincere. 
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168 1 ON Z. 
Wh LYCIDAS, 
Boaſt then her favours ; ſay, what happy hour 
Next calls to meet her in th appointed bower ; 
Say when — where you met. 
| DIONE, 
— Be rage ſuppreſt. 
In ſtabbing mine, you wound Parthenia's breaſt, | 
She ſaid, ſhe ſtill defy'd love's keeneſt dart; 
Yet purer friendſhip might divide her heart, 
Friendſhip's ſincerer bands ſhe wiſh'd to prove. 
LYCIDAS., 
A woman's friendſhip ever ends in love. 
Think not theſe fooliſh tales my faith command; 
Did not I ſee thee preſs her ſnowy hand ? 
O may her paſſion like thy friendſhip laſt ! 
May ſhe betray thee cre the day be paſt! 
Hence then. away. thou'rt hateful to my ſight, 
And thus 1 [ ſpurn' the fawning hypocrite, [Ex, Lycid. 
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SCENE VII. 


DIONE. Arha 

Wit 

Was ever grief like mine ! O wretched maid! Whi 
My friendſhip wrong'd ! my conſtant love betray dl 

aortas haunts my ſteps where-e'er I go, Reli 

And all my days are over - caſt with woe. Ind 

Long have I ſtrove th' increaſing load to bear, Wh 

Now faints my ſoul, and ſinks into deſpair, Ine 

O lead me to the banging mountain's cell, ure 


In whoſe brown cliffs the fowls of 3 del: LV 
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ere waters, trickling down the rifted wall, 

Ia lull my ſorrows with the tinkling fall. 

Pere, ſeek thy grave. how canſt thou bear the light, 
ben baniſh'dever from Evander's fGght! 


S CE N E VIII. 


DIONE. LAURA. 


? 


LAURA» 


my binge cloud of grief upon thy brows? | 
bes the proud nymph accept Evander's vows?! ? 
| DFONE 
cid, Ian I bear life with theſe new pangs oppreſt! ! 
I gain he tears me from his faithleſs breaſt : 
perjur'd lover firſt he ſought theſe plains, 
ind now my friendſhip like my love diſdains. 
Ji; I new offers to Parthenia made, | 
Conceal'd he ſtood behind the woodbine ſhade. 
He ſays, my treach'rous tongue his heart betray'd, 
That my falſe ſpeeches have miſled the maid; 
wich groundleſs fearhe thus his foul deceives; ; 
What frenzy dictates, Jealouſy believes. 
LAURA. | 
reign thy crook, put off this manly veſt, 
And let the wrong'd Dione ſtand eviifeſt; 
When he ſhall learn what ſorrows thou haſt born, 
And find that naught relents Parthenia 8 ſeorn, | 


dure he will pity thee. 
Vor. II . 5 


952 


That injur'd leve inſtructs me to reſent; 
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DIONE, 
_ No, Laura, no. 
Should 1, han the an dreſs forego, _ 
Then might he think that I her pride foment, 


Our ſecret enterprize might fatal prove: 
Man flies the plague of perſecuting love. 
- LAURA, | 
Avoid Parthenia ; leſt his rage grow warm, 
And jealouſy reſolve ſome fatal harm, 
DIONE, 
O Laura, if thou chance the youth to find, 


Tell him what torments vex my anxious mind; 
Should 1 once more his awful preſence ſeek, 


The ſilent tears would bath my glowing cheek; 
By rifing ſighs my falt'ring voice be ſtay d, 


And trembling fear too ſoon confeſs the maid. 


Haſte, Laura, then; his vengeful ſoul aſſwage, 


Tell him, I'm guileleſs; ; cool his blinded rage; 

Tell him, that truth ſincere my friendſhip brought, 

Let him not cheriſh one ſuſpicious thought, 

Then to convince him, his diſtruſt was vain, 

T'll never, never ſee that nymph again. 

This way he went. 

| LAURA. 
——See, at the call of night, 

The * of ev'ning ſhades his ſilver light. 

High o'er yon weſtern hill: the cooling gales 

Freſh odours breathe along the winding dales; 

Far from their home as yet our ſhepherds ſtray, 

To cloſe with chearful walk the ſultry day. 

Methinks from far I hear the piping ſwain; 

Hark, in the breeze now ſwells, now ſinks the ſlrai 

Thither I'll ſeck him. 


— ͤ wk —ñ—ñ—ͤ— — — 
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DIONE, 

\ While this length of ads 
Ulead me penſive through the ſable ſhade; 

Tire on the branches murmur ruſhing winds, 


teful as falling floods to love-ſick minds. 


Inay this path to death's dark vale deſcend! 


here only can the wretched hope a friend. 
¶Exeunt ſeverally. 
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Ac v. SCENE I. 


A W 0 0D. 


DIONE. CLEANTHES, (who lies wounded 


in a diſtant part of the ſtage.) 


DIONE. 
HE moon ſerene now climbs th' aerial way; 
See, at her ſight ten thouſand ſtars decay: 

With trembling gleam ſhe tips the ſilent grove, 
While all beneath the chequer'd ſhadows move. 
Turn back thy ſilver axles, downward roll, 

Darkneſs beſt fits the horrors of my ſoul. 
Riſe, riſe, ye clouds; the face of heav'n deform, 
Veil the bright goddeſs in a fable ſtorm: 
O look not down upon a wretched maid ! 
Let thy bright torch the happy lover aid, 


And light his wand'ring footſteps to the deen | 
Where the kind nymph attends th' appointed hour. 


Yet thou haſt ſeen unhappy love, like mine; 
Did not thy lamp in heav'n's blue forehead ſhine, 
When Thisbe ſought her love along the glade? 
Didſt thou not then behold the gleaming blade, 
And gild the fatal point that ſtabb'd her breaſt? 
Soon I, like her, ſhall ſeek the realms of reſt. 

Let groves of mournful yew a wretch ſurround! 
O ſooth my ear with melancholy ſound ! 
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i village curs now ſtretch their yelling throat, 


nd dogs from diſtant cots return the note; 


The rav'nous wolf along the valley prowls, 


| | ind with his famiſh'd cries the mountain howls, 
Put hark! what ſudden noiſe advances near? 
© FRepeated groans alarm my frighted ear 


CLEANTHES. 
Shepherd, approach; ah! fly not through the glade, 
Awretch all dy d with wounds invokes thy aid. 
45 DIONE. 
{hay then, nba ſtranger, how you-bled.; 


collect thy ſpirits, raiſe thy drooping head. 
[Cleanthes raiſes himſelf on his arm. 


10 horrid fight ! Cleanthes gaſping lies; 


and death's black ſhadows float before his eyes. 
Unknown in this. diſguiſe, I'll check my woe, 
and learn what bloody hand has ſtruck the blow, 
[ Aſide. 
gay, youth, ere fate thy feeble voice confounds, 
What led thee hither ? whence theſe purple wounds? 
CLEANTHES, 


stay, fleeting life; may ſtrength a-while prevail, : 


Leſt my clos'd lips confine th' imperfect tale. 

Fre the ſtreak'd eaſt grew warm with amber ray, 
from the city took my doubtful way, | 
Far o'er the plains I ſought a beauteous maid, 


who from the court in theſe wide foreſts ſoy 'd, 


Wanders unknown; as I, with weary pain, 

Try'd ev'ry path, ind op'ning glade in vain; 

A band of thieves, forth ruſhing from the week; 

Unſheath'd their daggers warm with daily blood; 

Deep in my brealt the barb'rous ſteel is dy d, 

And purple hands the golden prey divide. 

Hence are theſe mangling wounds. fay, gentle ſwain, 
5 P 3 


194 1 . 
If thou haſt known among the ſylvan train 
The —_ I ſeek ? 
| DIONE, 
WM What mov'd thy care, 
7 vs, 5 in | theſe pathleſs wilds to ſearch the fair? 
CLEANTHES. 
I charge you, O ye daughters of the grove, 
Ye Naiads, who the moſly fountains love, 
Ye happy fwains, who range the paſtures wide, 
Ye tender nymphs, who feed your flocks beſide ; 
11 my laſt gaſping breath can pity move, 
If e er ye knew the pangs of ſlighted love, 
Show her I charge you, where Cleanthes dy'd, 
The graſs yet reeking with the ſanguine tide. 
A father's power to me the virgin gave, 
But ſhe diſdain'd to live a nuptial ſlave; 
So fled her native home. 
8 DIONE, 
——Tis then from thee 
Springs the foul ſource of all her miſery. 
Could'ſt thou, thy ſelfiſh appetite to pleaſe, 
Condemn to endleſs woes another's peace? 
CLEANTHES, 
O ſpare me; nor my hapleſs love upbraid, 
While on my heart death's frozen hand is laid ! 
Go ſeek her, guide her where Cleanthes bled; 
When ſhe ſurveys her lover pale and dead, 
Tell her, that ſince ſhe fled my hateful ſight, 
Without remorſe I ſought the realms of night. 
Methinks I ſee her view theſe poor remains, 
And on her cheek indecent gladneſs reigns ! 
Full in her preſence cold Cleanthes lies, 
And not one tear ſtands trembling in her eyes! 
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Jo let a ſigh my hapleſs fate deplore! N 
| — now controuls thy love no more. 
. *  DIONE, 

How ſhall my lids confine theſe riſing woes? [Aſide. 
q CLEANTHES. 
ſo might I ſeecher, ere death's finger cloſe 

ITheſe eyes for ever! might her ſoften'd breaſt 
Forgive my love with too much ardor preſt! 
Then I with peace could yield my lateſt breath. 

DIONE, 
Gall T not calm the fable hour of death, 
And ſhow my felf before him!-—hah! 80 dies. 
ee from his trembling lip the ſpirit flies! [Afide, | 
Stay yet a- while. Dione ſtands confeſt. 
He knows me not. he faints, he ſinks to reſt. 
| CLEANTHES, 

Tell her, ſinee all my hopes in her were loſt, 
That death was welcome 

DIONE, | 
What ſudden guſts of grief my boſom rend? 
A parent's curſes o'er my head impend 
For diſobedient vows; O wretched maid, 
{ Thoſe very vows Evander hath betray' d. 
See, at thy feet Cleanthes bath'd in blood ! 
For love of thee he trod this lonely wood; 
Thou art the cruel authreſs of his fate! 
He falls by thine, thou by Evander's hate, 
When ſhall my ſoul know reſt? Cleanthes ſlain 
No longer ſighs and weeps for thy diſdain. 
Thou ſtill art curſt with love. bleed, virgin, bleed. 
How ſhall a wretch from anxious life be freed ! 
My troubled brain with ſudden frenzy burns, 
And ſhatter'd thought now this now that way turns. 


Dies. | 


„ D ION E. 

What do I ſee thus glitt'ring on the plains? | 

Hah ! the dread ſword yet warm with crimſon ſtains! 
| [Takes up the dagger. 


BS 
'DIONE. PARTHENI A. 


PARTHENIA, 

Sweet is the walk when night has cool'd the hour, 

This path directs me to my ſylvan bower. [ Aſide. 

DIONE. 

Why i is my ſoul with ſudden fear diſmay d? 

Why drops my trembling hand the pointed blade? 

O ſtring my arm with force! l aide. 
| PARTHENIA, 

— Methought a noiſe 


Broke through the ſilent air,like human voice. [Adide | 


DIONE, 

One well-aim'dblow ſhall all my pangs remove, 

Graſp firm the fatal ſteel, and ceaſe to love. [ Aſide. 
 PARTHENIA, 

Sure 'twas s Alexis, hah ! a ſword difplay?d ! 


The n luſtre darts a-croſs the ſnade. [ Aſide. 


DION BE. 
May heav'n new vigour to my foul i impart, 


And guide the deſp'rate weapon to my heart! [ Aſide, | 


PARTHENIA, 
May I the meditated death arrelt ! 

| [Holds Dione's wal 
Strike not raſh ſhepherd ; ſpare thy — b-eall, 


ſe. 


D I O N E. 


Þ give me ſtrength to ſtay the threaten'd harm, 
ains! 


agger. 


ic wrench the dagger from his lifted arm 
_- DIONE, - 
What cruel hand with-holds the welcome blow? 0 7 
n giving life, you but prolong my woe. 1 
o may not thus th? expected ſtroke Apes 15 


ſonlooſe thy graſp, and let ſwift death deſcend. 
Izut if yon murder thy red hands hath dy'd; 


Here. pierce me deep; let for th the vital tide. 
2 | [Dione an the dure 
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Wait not thy fate; but this way turn thy eyes; 
My virgin hand no purple murder dies: 


Turn then, Alexis; and Parthenia know, 
'Tis ſhe protects thee from the fatal blow. 
DIONE. 
Muſt the night-watches by my ſighs be told] ? 
And muſt theſe eyes another morn behold | 
Through dazling floods of tears? ungen'rous OY 
The friendly ſtroke is by thy hand delay d; 
Call it not mercy to prolong my breath; 
Tis but to torture me with lingring death, 
PARTHENIA, 


What moves thy hand to act this bloody part ? 


wWhence are theſe gnawing pangs that tear thy heart? 


Is that thy friend who lies before thee ſlain ? 


Is it his wound that reeks upon the plain? 
Ist Lycidas? 


DIoNE. L | 
—No. I the Avenged find; 


Ere chilly death his Grain tongue had bound. 


He faid; as at the roſy dawn of day, 
He from the city took his vagrant way, 
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A murd'ring band pour'd on him from the wood, ive t 
Firſt ſeiz'd his gold, then bath'd their ſwords in blood, Nd f 

PARTHENIA, To 1a 
You, whoſe ambition labours to be great, The £ 
Think on the-perils which on riches wait. 


Safe are the ſhepherd's paths; when ſober even o. 
Streaks with pale light the bending arch of heaven, Thou 
From danger free, thro' deſerts wild he hies, Whe! 
The riſing ſmoke far o'er the mountain ſpies, Only 


Still £ 
_ Weep 
can 
And 


Which marks his diſtant cottage ; on he fares, 
For him no murd'rers lay their nightly ſnares; 
Theywaſs him by, they turn their ſteps away; 
Safe poverty was ne'er the villain's prey. 


At home he lies ſecure in eaſy ſleep, Are! 
No bars his ivy-mantled cottage keep; Whe 
No thieves in dreams the fancy d dagger hold, Þ* 

And drag him to detect the buried gold; Nor 
Nor ſtarts he from his couch aghaſt and pale. 

When the door murmurs with the hollow gale. can 
While he, whoſe iron coffers ruſt with wealth, Anc 


Harbours beneath his roof deceit and ſtealth ; 
 Treach'ry with lurking pace frequents his walks, 


And cloſe behind him horrid murder ſtalks. Plig 
'Tis tempting luere makes the villain bold, WI 
There lies a bleeding ſacrifice to gold. 75 Th 
| 8155 DIONE. Th 
To live is but to wake to daily cares, I 
And journey through a tedious vale of tears. Lo 
Had you not ruſh'd between, my life had flown; _ 
And I, like him, no more had ſorrow known. It 
PARTHENIA. a Te 
When anguiſh in the gloomy boſom dwells, . 


The counſel of a friend the cloud diſpells. 


Þ 1 O N E. 


| ve thy breaſt vent, the ſecret grief impart, 


ood, And ſay what woe lies heavy at thy heart. 


Trofave thy life kind heav'n has ſuccour ſent, 


The gods by me thy threaten'd fate prevent. 

„ Den. FE 
o. to prevent it, is beyond thy power; 
Thou only canſt defer the welcome hour. 


[When you the lifted dagger turn'd aſide, 


only one road to death thy force deny'd ; 
ſtill fate is in my reach. from mountains high, 
Deep in whoſe ſhadow craggy ruins lie, 


can I not headlong fling this weight of woe, 


And daſh out life againſt the flints below? 


Are there not ſtreams, and lakes and rivers wide, 


Where my laſt breath may bubble on the tide ? 

No. life ſhall never flaiter me again, 

Nor ſhall to-morrow bring new ſighs and pain. 
PARTHENIA, 


can I this burden of thy ſoul relieve, 


And calm thy grief? 
| DIONE. 

— —.ä f thou wilt comfort give; 

Plight me thy word, and to that word be juſt; 

When poor Alexis ſhall be laid in duſt, 

That pride no longer ſhall command thy mind, 

That thou wilt ſpare the friend I leave behind. 


; I know his virtue worthy of thy breaſt. 
Long in thy love may Lycidas be bleſt ! 


PARTHENIA, 


That ſwain (who would my liberty controul, 
Jo pleaſe ſome ſhort-liv'd tranſport of his ſoul) 


Show's, while his importuning flame he moves, 
That *tis not me, himſelf alone he loves. 
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Olive, nor ſeave him by misfortunes preſt; 
»Tis 1 to deſert a friend diſtreſt. 
- DIONE, 
Alas! a wheel like me no loſs would prove, 
Would kind Parthenia liſten to his love, 
P PARTHENIA. 7 


Why hides thy boſom this myſterioas grief? J. 

Eaſe thy o boy Trans d heart, and hope reef. £25008 
DIONE, 

what profits it to touch thy render breaſt, 

With wrongs, likemine, which ne'er can be redreſt? |, 

Let in my heart the fatal ſecret dye, 

Nor call up ſorrow in another's eye! 


s 0 E N E III. 
DIONE. PARTHENIA. LYCID As. 


LYCIDAS, 
If Laura right direct the darkſome ways, 
Along theſe paths the penſive ſhepherd ſtrays. [Aſide 
DIONE, . 
Let not a tear for me roll down thy cheek. 


O would my throbbing ſighs my heart · ſtrings break! = 
Why was my breaſt the lifted ſtroke deny'd ? . 
Muſt then again the deathful deed be yd! 2 h 


Yes. tis reſolv'd. 
[Snatches the dapper from Parthen 
PARTHENIA, 


——— Ah, hold; z ſorbear, forbear! * 
LYCIDAS, Th, 


Methought diſtreſs with ſhrieks alarm'd my ear. 
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1 P ARTHE NTA. 
0 Pike not. ye gods, defend him from the wound. 
; LYCIDAS. 
es. 'tis Parthenia's voice, I know the ſound. 
me ſylvan raviſher would force the maid, 
ind Laura ſent me to her virtue's aid. 
pie, villain, die; and ſeek the ſhades below. 
[Lycidas ſnatches the dagger from Pione, 
and ſtabs her. 
DilONE. 
reſt? yhoe'er thou art, I bleſs thee for the blow. 
| LYCIDAS, | / | 
Kince heav'n ordain'd this arm thy life ſhould guard, 
P hear my vows ! be love the juſt reward. 
PARTHENIA, 
ather let vengeance, with her ſwifteſt ſpeed 
| Pertake thy flight, and recompenſe the deed! 
8. hy ſtays the thunder in the upper sky? 
Pather, ye clouds; ye forky lightnings, fly; 
on thee may all the wrath of heav'n deſcend, 
Whoſe barb'rous hand hath ſlain a faithful friend; 
{+ ehold Alexis! 
. : LYCIDAS, 
— Would that treach'rous boy 
E Have forc'd thy virtue to his brutal joy? 
I What rous'd his paſſion to this bold advance? 
I Did e'er thy eyes confeſs one willing glance? 
Iknow, the faithleſs youth his truſt betray' d; 
nl And well the dagger hath my wrongs repay d. 
DIONE, [raiſing herſelf on her atm. 
| Breaks not Evander's voice along the glade ? 
Hah! is it he who holds therecking blade! 
There needed not or poiſon, ſword or dart; 
1 7 mon N vows, alas! had broke my heart [Aſides 
OL, 
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Plead his own paſſion, and betray my love? 
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PARTHENIA, 

O FR ſhepherd, for thy raſh offence, 

The front? is dy'd with murder'd innocence! 

His gentle ſoul no brutal paſſion ſeiz d, 

Nor at my boſom was the dagger rais'd; 

Self- murder was his aim; the youth! found 

Whelm'd in deſpair, and. {tay'd the falling wound, 

pP. 

Into what miſchiefs is the lover led, 

Who calls down vengeance on his perjur'd head! 

O may he ne'er bewail this .deſp'rate deed, 

And may, unknown, unwept, Dione bleed! 

LYCIDAS, 

What horrors on the guilty mind attend! 

His conſcience had reveng'd an injur'd friend, 

Hadſt thou not held the ſtroke. in death he ſought 

To loſe the heart - conſuming pain of thought. 

Did not the ſmooth-tongu'd boy perfidious prove, 


DIONE, | 
O let him ne'er this bleeding victim know 


Leſthis raſh tranſport, to revenge the blow, 


Should in his dearer heart the dagger ſtain ! 


That wound would e my ſoul with double pain. 


LAſide. 


PARTH ENI. 


How did his faithful lips (now pale and cold) 


With moving eloquence thy griefs unfold! 
LYCIDAS. 
Was bo thus faithful? thus, to friendſhip true ? 
Then I'm a wretch. all peace of mind, adieu! 
If ebbing life yet beat within thy vein, 
Alexis, ſpeak ; uncloſe thoſelids again. 
[Flings himſelf on the ground; near Dione 


D10ONE. 193 
kee at thy feet the barb'rous villain kneel ! 
ris Lycidas who graſps the bloody ſteel, 


xy once lov'd friend. yet ere I ceaſe to lie 
Icuanſt thou a wretched penitent forgive? | 
| DIOWE. 1 
When low beneath the ſable mold ] reſt, ; {f 
d. [May a ſincerer friendſhip ſhare thy breaſt ! I} 
Why are thoſe heaving groans? (ah! ceaſeto weep!) 
May my loſt name in dark oblivion ſleep; 
let this ſad tale no ſpeaking ſtone declare, 
[from future eyes to draw a pitying tear. 
Aſide Let o'er my grave the lev'ling plough-ſhare paſs, 
ark not the ſpot ; forget that e er I was. 
Then may'ſt thou with Parthenia g love be bleſt, 


— rt 


LYCIDAS. 
Þ cruel ſhepherdeſs, for love of thee [To Parthenia. 
his fatal deed was done. | 


lin. | | | i 
{ide, | | 


ne. 


SCENE the laſt. 


| LAURA. 

— —— Alexis ſlain! 
LYCIDAS. | 

Yes. twas I did it. ſee this crimſon ſtain !  . 


My Handb with blood of innocence are dy'd.. 1 


O may the moon her ſilver beauty hide 


In rolling clouds | my ſoul abhors the light; 


Shade, ſhade the murd” e 1 
Wien 


No rival 1 is before thee laid ; wy ouſt 


There bled the chaſteſt, the fiacereſt ian 

That ever ſigh d for love. om her pale face, 

Cannot thy weeping eyes the feature trace 
Of thy once dear Dione? with wan care 


Sunk are thoſe eyes, and livid with deſpair. 


LYCIDAS. 
Dione ! | 
AURA. > 
— j bhere pure conſtancy lies dead 
LYCIDAS, | 


May heav'n ſhower-vengeance on this perjur'd head! 
As the dry branch that withers on the ground, 
So, blaſted be the hand that gave the wound! 

Off; hold me not. this heart deſerves the ſtroke ; 


'Tis black with treach'ry. yes: the vows are broke 
[Stabs bimſell. 


| 


LYCIDAS. PARTHENIA, LAURA. 


ft 
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which I ſo often ſwore. vain world, adieu! 
Though I was falſe in life, in death I'm-true, [Dies. 


LAURA. | 
To-morrow ſhall the funeral rites be paid, 
And theſe love- victims in one grave be laid. 

PARTHENIA, 


here ſhall the yew her ſable branches ſpread, 


And mournful cypreſs rear her fringed head. 
LAURA, 
From thence ſhall thyme and myrtle ſend perfume, 


And laurel ever green o'erfhade the tomb. 


PARTHENIA, 
Come, Laura let us leave this horrid wood, 
Where ſtreams the purple graſs with lovers blood 5 
Come to my bower. and as we ſorrowing go, 


I let poor Dione's ſtory feed my woe 


With heart- relieving tears. | | 
LAURA. [Pointing to Dione, Þ 
—Unhappy maid, - 


Hadſt thou a parent's juſt command obey'd, 
Thou yet hadſt liv'd., but who ſhall love adviſe? 
Love ſcorns command, and breaks all other tyes. 
Henceforth, ye fonins, be true to-vows profeſt; 
For certain vengeance ſtrikes the perjur'd breaſt. 
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Tn pure Greek, on fine writing-paper, in 4to. 


Omeri Ilias, 2 vols 
Aſchylus 
Sophocles 


With Latin tranſlations in 4to. 
EKſchylus, 2 vols 
Demetrius Phalereus de-elocutione 


In pocket volumes the following, 
Homeri Ilias, 2 vols 

Hippocratis Aphoriſmi 

Xenophontis de Ageſilao rege oratio 
Pindari opera 

Anacreon 

Aſchylus, 2 vols 

Sophocles, 2 vols 

Ariſtotelis poetica 

Demetrius Phalereus 


. | Xenophontis Hiero 


Theophraſti characteres 


I Epictetus 


- | Eonginus 


M. Antoninus | 
Cebetis tabula cum notulis 


In Folio. 
C. Julii Caeſaris et A. Hirtii-de rebus a Caeſare geſtis 
commentarii cum fragmentis. acceſſerunt indices 
locorum, rerumque et verborum. omnia, ex recen- 

ſione Samuelis Clarke, ſideliter expreſſa. 


In quarto, 

. e A; Hirtii commentarii. 
C. Plinii Caecilii Secundi quae ſuperſunt. 

M. Minucii Felicis Octavius. | 

Boetius de Conſolatione Philoſophiae. | 


In pocket volumes the following 
| Latin Authors, | 

Lucretius — 3 

Terentius | l . 

Horatius, editio altea 

Phaedrus . 

Juvenalis et Perſius n 

Ciceronis opera omnia, 20 vol. 

C. Julii Caeſaris et A. Hirtii commentarii. 3 tom. 

C. Nepotis vitae excellentium i imperatorum 

M. Minucii Felicis Octavius 

Boetius de conſolatione Philoſophiae : 

C. Plinii epiſtolarum libri decem, et Panegyricus Tra- 


Jano dictus, 2 vol. 
T he following books on the ſubje& of Trade, in 1 2mo. 


Propoſals and Reaſons for conſtituting a Connell of 
Trade in Scotland. By the celebrated John Law. 

A Treatiſe concerning Money and Trade. By the 
ſame Author. 

Sir Joſiah Child's Treatiſe concerning Trade. 

Joſhua Gee on the Trade and Navigation of Great 

Britain. | 

The Queriſt. By Dr.George Berkeley Biſhop of clone | 

Sir W, Perry” s Political Arithmetic, | 


the 


